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SUJIT MUKHERJEE 
Tigers in Fiction: An Aspect of 
the Colonial Encounter 
Those of us who are old enough to have seen that Stewart Granger film 
entitled Harry Black and the Tiger were treated to all the essential ingredi-
ents of a typical tiger-shoot in Anglo-India — blazing sun and tall grass, 
sunburned Englishman and his trusty rifle, a beautiful but unsatisfied 
woman somewhere in the background, the 'native' tracker and his 
mysterious intention (a role played to perfection by I.S. Johar), finally 
the great black-and-yellow beast leaping. That film was based on the 
novel Harry Black {\9b6) by David Walker who served in the British Army 
in India from 1932 to 1936. The story is set in post-independence India, 
but the novel is closely related to an ambiguous aspect of Anglo-Indian 
fiction which originated in a fact of British life in India. 
Looking back from the wild-life conservation climate of today, it may 
not be easy to understand how or why, not so many years ago, the British 
in India had turned tiger shooting (not just casual hunting) into an 
organised sport. Loyal Indian subjects readily developed a liking for this 
sport — as they had with games like cricket or soccer — and joined their 
rulers in decimating the tiger population of India. As if the sport were not 
crime enough, it was later turned into a highly profitable business by 
Indians, and the Indian government has had to add the banning of the 
export of tigerskins to the legislation which requires a permit to kill big 
game. We may have honoured Edward James Corbett by naming a large 
games sanctuary (in the Kumaon region of Uttar Pradesh) after him in 
1957 and by issuing a postage stamp on the centenary of his birth in 
1976. But in his apprentice days even he must have killed tigers that 
intended no harm to him or to fellow human beings or even to other 
animals that sustain mankind. Anyone who has stalked him through Jim 
Corbett's India (1978) will find on page 27 the luckless leopard who had to 
die because schoolboy Jim had stumbled upon it and could not resist 
trying out his first gun. Were there others he never wrote about — or, if 
he did, perhaps his wise publisher never put them into print. 
1 
The tiger has sometimes been such a compelling character of Anglo-
Indian fiction that he deserves special attention whenever he lurks in the 
high grass of novels. Even an otherwise marvellously resourceful and 
innovative fiction-maker like John Masters cannot do without him. The 
last Rodney Savage is introduced in BhowaniJunction as a man 'as sure of 
himself as a tiger'.' Nearly three hundred pages later Colonel Savage sets 
off on a tiger-shoot riding a bicycle with Victoria Jones on the cross-bar. 
The fleshly charms of the girl could not have weighed much because he 
pedals 'two miles of level road, and then about ten miles uphill' (p. 330). 
The bicycle ride is give more space than the shooting itself. That is over 
in a few sentences: 
The leopard bunched together, all four feet close set under the middle of its belly. Its 
tail rose slowly. I fired. 
The leopard's taU sank down ... Victoria sat up with a gasp of excitement, I sat 
back and roared with laughter, (p. 337) 
Rodney Savage may have found it as easy to shoot a leopard as to seduce 
an Eurasian girl in Bhowani Junction, but his namesake of nearly a 
hundred years ago in Nightrunners o j Bengal (first published 1951) had to 
risk firing practically into the teeth of a wounded tigress (see chapter 
seven) before he can impress an Indian pricess. Not for nothing did 
Masters entitle an autobiographical volume Bugles and a Tiger thus 
bracketing his experience of India between sound and fury.^ 
The tiger has been a native of India from pre-historic times, but did 
not gain much respectability until after the Mughals came to India, and it 
really earned renown only after the advent of the British. The epic 
imagination in India was very little impressed by the beast. Only two 
Vyaghra-dattas fought, one on either side, at Kurukshetra; the 
Mahahharata yields not more than three other persons with vyaghra in their 
names. Neither divine nor human chieftains of itihasa andpu rana seem to 
favour the tiger. Even Shiva's being traditionally clad in tiger-skin (or is 
it leopard-skin?) or sitting or lying on one did not.raise the tiger's caste. 
Apart from the Buddhist Vyaghra-jataka text and the six gold coins of 
Emperor Samudragupta (A.D. 335-80) showing him hunting the tiger 
and naming him 'Vyaghra-parakrama', ancient India did not attach 
much importance to the slaying of tigers, hence the animal is hardly 
mentioned with any awe or reverence. When Indian kings and princes of 
those days set out on mrigaya, presumably they did not particularly look 
out for tigers to kill. Hoary custom sanctioned the killing of animals for 
meat, but the tiger did not cater to the gourmet's palate, hence was rela-
lively safe from hunters and traders. Barring a verse-metre of Sanskrit 
named sardula-vikridila (like a tiger bounding), hoary Indian poets found 
little use in the animal. Not many conventional similes of classical poetry 
in Sanskrit or Tamil drew comparisons with tigerly attributes, nor is 
there much conspicuous emblematic use that would attach noble or 
heroic aspects to the creature. A southern classic like Silappadikaram 
contains a prayer which begins: 
May the tiger, emblem of our king, 
carved on the Himalaya's golden peak, 
forever stamp that king-of-mountain's brow. (p. 5) 
But in recounting the feats of this king, the poet tells us that when no 
opponent was able to arrest King Tirumalavan's northward march until 
he reached the Himalayas, »'There he carved on the face of the king of 
mountains his own emblem, the lion' (p. 20). By the time the Suka-
saptasati tales came to be collected (perhaps prior to the 6th century 
A.D.), the tiger had been reduced to a comic creature.^ 
Kailash Sankhala, the first director of India's tiger-preservation 
project, has suggested that 'After about 1500 B.C. the tiger seems to have 
lost its supremacy in India for a time. The lion takes over.... Only in 
1972 was the tiger declared India's national animal, at last replacing the 
lion that has ruled so meaninglessly for more than 2000 years.'® Between 
those two dates, it was not until the Mughals settled down in India that 
we have evidence that tigers had attracted the attention of royalty. From 
miniature paintings we know that by the early 16th century tigers had 
attained the status of being worthy hunting objects of kings and princes. 
Medieval Indian royalty hunted not with guns nor killed from relatively 
safe gunshot range but engaged the prey at close quarters with sword or 
spear. Matching the Mughal in skill at arms or on horseback, Rajpur 
chieftains took to this sport from at least the 18th century — though, as 
Sankhala has pointed out (op. cit., p. 113), Colonel James Todd makes 
no mention of princely tiger hunts in his celebrated Annals and Antiquities 
of Rajasthan (1832). 
As for the tiger achieving the dignity of literature, this was provided by 
snake- and tiger-infested lower Bengal in eastern India which cultivated, 
in addition to the snake goddess Manasa, a number of tiger deities, chief 
among which was Dakshin Raye. Worshipped even now in the Sunder-
bans region, this neighbourhood deity was eulogised in numerous folk 
verses and one famous long poem, the Rayemangal of Krishnaram Das, a 
Bengali work composed in about 1786. The poem in fact 'celebrates the 
supremacy of two local deities of the area, Daksin Ray (Lord of the 
South) and Bada-khan Ghazi (Big Khan the Ghazi) of the Musl ims ' , 
thereby also signifying that the awe and dread of the lord of the 
Sunderban jungle was shared by both communities. When the British 
first awarded the tide 'Royal Bengal Tiger ' , it must have been intended 
as adding their own tribute to the undisputed jungle overlord of eastern 
India. Yet the same region has fostered, especially in Bengali, any 
number of fables in which the strong but stupid tiger is outwitted by the 
clever jackal, thus demonstrating that familiarity had bred a certain 
measure of contempt. No factual study or fictional work by an English-
man or woman has ever reflected this attitude, perhaps because the 
British in India never lived close enough to the tiger. 
Before the fiction, as always, came the fact. In the early 19th century, 
tigers and other wild animals of India were still part of the strange 
countryside, fit subjects for British fascination and worthy means of 
passing time in observation. The epitome of such study would perhaps be 
Captain Thomas Williamson's two-volume work. Oriental Field Sports 
(1808; second edition, with drawings by Samuel Howitt , 1819), which is 
described on the title-page as 
a complete, detailed, and accurate description of the wild sports of the East; and 
exhibiting, in a novel and interesting manner, the natural history of the elephant, the 
rhinoceros, the tiger, the leopard, the bear ... as likewise the different species of 
feathered game, fishes and serpents. The whole interspersed with a variety of 
original, authentic, and curious anecdotes, taken from the manuscript of Captain 
Thomas Williamson, who served upwards of twenty years in Bengal. 
Already, however, there are signs that field sports such as these are 
beginning to cease to be sporting. Whereas 'At one time in parts of India 
at the beginning of the last century, they [tigers] were so numerous it 
seemed to be a question as to whether man or tiger would survive',® a 
god-fearing traveller through North India only twenty years later foretold 
that the tiger would soon become a rarity, considering 'how soon, and 
how easily, in a settled country, the most formidable wild animals 
become extinct before the power of man'.^ This was not the inevitable 
collision between nature and culture which has ended most often in a 
victory for the latter, but a deliberate and sustained effort to kill off or 
frighten away wild life from the wayward paths of men exploring a 
strange country. Captain A. Mundy , commenting as early as 1833 on a 
particular hunt in which three tigers were located and killed within the 
space of two hours, recorded it as ' a piece of good fortune rarely to be met 
with in these modern times, when the spread of cultivation and the zeal of 
English sportsmen have almost exterminated the breed of these 
a n i m a l s ' . F r o m her examination of British journals and memoirs in 
India of the period 1765-1856, Ketaki Kushari Dyson has concluded that 
while the native human inhabitants of India chose to co-exist with 
animals wild as well as tame, human as well as otherwise, the alien 
British conquerors killed game apparently for pleasure: 'Shikar emerges 
as a dominant theme in several journals, and there is clear indication of 
the role played by the British in the extermination of wild life. '" 
That the tiger was an exclusively non-European creature may have 
been the original reason why it so fascinated the British when they came 
to India. For some other reasons thereafter, 'To Europeans, tiger 
hunting became an obsession'.'^ Possibly the early encounters were not 
as one-sided as they would become in due course because of improved 
fire-arms and greater experience of out-manoeuvring the beast. 
Courtenay has concluded: 
The stories that filtered back to nineteenth century England were exciting and 
uniformly anti-tiger... 
From now on the tiger was almost universally loathed as the embodiment of the 
devil and the epitome of evil. 
With almost Christian indignation, it seems, the European set about his 
humanitarian task in India of exterminating a wicked and dangerous 
animal. Even Rudyard Kipling, who did not always subscribe to 
attitudes harboured by the British in India, isolated Sher Khan as the 
only untrustworthy creature among all those that befriended Mowgli in 
The Jungle Book (1899). 
Before it reacted to the tiger and other wild animals, the British eye as 
well as imagination encountered the jungle. Whether in factual accounts 
or in short stories or novels, the British recorded the Indian countryside 
on a scale and in detail that nobody of Indian writing has ever matched. 
This is not just a matter of the foreigner seeing objective realities in a 
more clear-eyed view than the native inhabitant can because the latter is 
subjectively involved with his surroundings. The difference has 
something to do with the very way the Englishman reacted to his environ-
ment in India — wanting to grasp it (by counting or measuring, by 
writing or sketching), remember it (by meticulous naming of each item), 
then control it (by imposing his will, whether in the form of collecting 
land revenue or in terms of constructing railroads) — whereas the Indian 
was quite content, as he had been for generations and centuries, to let the 
surroundings surround him. The presence of the countryside is conspicu-
ous in Anglo-Indian novels because, even till the mid-20th century, the 
stories are set in rural India or at least away from cities and towns. 
And beyond the countryside was the jungle, which captivated so many 
Englishmen because the Indian was absent from it and here the English-
man could literally come into his own. Possibly the experience of India 
became so overwhelming at times that he had to get away and be by 
himself. His search for privacy had compelled him to devise barriers — 
racial, against Indians; social, against the other British — as deliberately 
as the Englishwoman hung curtains in doors and windows to exclude the 
rest of the world. The jungle was privacy itself and did not have to be 
devised; it was always there, not too far from where one lived — just a 
horseride away. Justification for jungle-haunting could be devised, in 
due course, by calling it outdoor exercise or looking for game or getting to 
know the 'real India ' , but in effect it was nothing more than a periodic 
escape from the duties and obligations of being an Englishman of the 
Ra j . It would not perhaps be possible to establish accurately how often in 
real life the British sought refuge in the Indian jungle, but Allen J . 
Greenberger has noted that this tendency increased in novels dealing 
with the concluding years of British rule: 'Although the Indian jungle 
had long been central in the British image of India, in this period it, too, 
takes on a new, more important role. Only in the jungles can these last 
British writers find an India in which they still have a p l a c e . H e r e , as in 
so much else, British practice ran counter to Indian precept. The latter 
required all men, on reaching the age of fifty, to retire to the forest 
{vanavas) and prepare to renounce worldly life altogether {sanyas)', whereas 
the Englishman retreated into the jungle periodically mainly to recover 
his sense of selfhood, also to renew himself for tackling worldly life with 
greater vigour and at tachment. As punishment for such violation of 
sanatan dharma, the jungle took its final toll and the British finally left 
India, but not before they had themselves slaughtered, and encouraged 
Indians to slaughter, every form of Indian wild life almost to the point of 
extinction. 
Most forms of British Indian sport were adapted and assiduously 
practised by the British army officer, and there cannot be much doubt 
that it was he who cultivated shikar into an honourable pursuit . He had 
the means (namely, horse and gun), the leisure (after 1857, not many 
campaigns remained to be fought or battles to be won), and the oppor-
tunity to range freely over the countryside without being questioned. 
Greenberger may have exaggerated when he commented about a later 
generation of army officers, ' T o these military men killing Indians was a 
big game' (p. 91), but once the major military conflicts were over the 
guns had to be trained on some other target. At some stage of the British 
experience of India, however, awareness must have dawned that indis-
criminate slaughter of wild life could not continue without some new 
justification being found for it. From that point evolved the British 
mystique, almost a philosophy, of tiger hunting in India that endured tUl 
they left the country and left behind a code of the jungle that Indians 
subscribe to more in theory than in practice. Whenever this code is 
enacted in Anglo-Indian fiction, there are intimations that something 
deeper underlies this aspect of British behaviour in India. 
Charles Allen has recforded in his Plain Tales From the Raj: 'By the early 
thirties [meaning the nineteen- not the eighteen-thirties] shooting tiger 
«for the hell of it» had largely disappeared: «you shot tiger because he 
was being a nuisance or because he was a man-eater».''^ The latter 
offered a practical and most beneficial justification. A man-eating tiger 
was an enemy of the people, hence it had to be eliminated, and who 
should do this job better than the nearest British magistrate or police 
superintendent or army officer or tea planter? This role fitted the 
character of the Englishman in India as protector — he was, after all, the 
agent of the Queen-Empress among whose self-selected obligations was 
the welfare of her Indian subjects — and from all accounts he discharged 
this obligation fully and unhesitatingly. The last in the line of these 'pro-
tectors' was Jim Corbett, whose lack of official standing in the Kumaon 
region never stood in the way of his being turned practically into a local 
deity of the region. Over-riding the practical exigencies, however, was 
what Charles Allen has termed 'a more natural philosophy': 'It was in 
stalking and in hunting that you had your fun. The actual shooting 
meant nothing really' (p. 116). This is the area of abstraction, it is in the 
nature of this ' fun', where we might probe further into what the resident 
Indian tiger really meant to the ruling British migrant. 
On the other hand, a tiger-shoot could be turned into one of the 
greatest shows on earth. Judging from Mughal miniatures, the imperial 
style from Akbar downwards was emulated by the British as well as by 
their contemporary Indian high-born in the way nearly a whole battalion 
of rifle-toters on elephant-back would close in upon a tiger driven in a 
particular direction by hired 'beaters'. John Zoffany's painting 'The 
Death of the Royal Tiger' {circa 1795) portrays the same hunting tactics 
— minimum danger to the hunter, maximum danger to the hunted — as 
are to be seen in a sketch like 'Tiger Shooting in India' made during 
Prince Albert Victor's trip to this country in 1890.'^ By the 1930s, Rolls 
Royce or other imported chariots have replaced the elephants for princely 
shoots as the means of entering the forest, though not for providing points 
of vantage for shooting as the elephants did. By the 1950s, hunters 
being transported by Land Rovers, as described by Suresh Vaidy 
what must be one of the earliest books on shikar in English by an Indi^ 
book which deserves to be better known than it has been.'^ In it the 
the lively account of a hunt arranged by the Mahara ja of Mysore who 
counted with obvious relish the tiger shoot he threw for Lord Linliths 
the British Viceroy, during the early years of the war ' (pp. 38-39). 
Viceroy and his wife came with their three grown-up daughters, ano 
Mahara ja had to provide as many as five tigers on the same day so 
none of his guests was disappointed. 
That the mystique of tiger-hunting was very much part of 
mythology of the Ra j can be seen in how this is no longer so evider 
more recent Anglo-Indian fiction. Long before this, ho we 
Hemingway has happened and Americans, with bigger and better ril 
have appeared on the scene. 'The Short Unhappy Life of Fra: 
Macomber ' may well have generated several stories about American; 
safari in India. A large and sprawling novel like William Manchest 
Shadow of the Monsoon (1956) professes to depict 'new' India but turns 
to be a string of tiger-shoot episodes involving the American cou] 
Peter and Katie Becker. Daughter of a rich man and unsatisfacto 
married to a man who has failed as an oil executive, Katie Becker vioh 
a cardinal principle of shikar by wounding a tiger without killing it. " 
wounded animal avenges itself by killing, "in turn, the Beckers' host (k 
crously named and absurdly titled Sir Rajani R a m Govindaswa: 
District Collector or Commissioner of Chaknagar) , Katie 's husbc 
(who, having already lost her, has nothing more to live for), and Krisl 
(the forest officer who is Sir Ra jan i ' s son). Ultimately it is anot 
American who comes to the rescue — former commando Spike Will 
currently public health expert on loan to the Indian government — wl: 
he kills the tiger and also wins the woman. The novel could have carr 
the sub-title 'What Katie Did' and traced its ancestry back to The Razi 
Edge where another American found a solution to his own problems wl: 
he visited India. 
It is an American again who hogs the limelight in Jack Denton Scot 
Elephant Grass (1969), centring as it does on the boorish millionaire Ti 
who has killed wild animals all over the world apparently in order 
satisfy some innate blood-lust. He engages a private company, t 
Shikars and Shooting Enterprise, to find him tigers to kill. This compa 
has been floated by R a j a Abhaya Charan Ja tha r , an impoverish 
former prince, in order to make a living in free India; the leading shik 
of the outfit is R a m K u m a r , an ex-Indian Army captain. Ta in has a hej 
condition, hence is accompanied by a physician named Dr Arnold Tillou, 
and his medical secretary, an attractively dark and young Jewish woman 
named Elissa Sergei. The party is joined by the blonde and beautiful 
Marthe Layton, a restless young woman who came to India as a Peace 
Corps volunteer and whose father is known to Tain back home. 
The American bigshot misbehaves from the first day, upsets all camp 
routine by his wilfulness, ignores hunting advice, thereby causing two 
unnecessary deaths. Marthe is bored with the jungle and seduces both 
Tain and Tillou — though not on the same night — but fmds no satis-
faction in such easy game. Dr Tillou secretly desires not Marthe but 
Elissa, who meanwhile has fallen in love with Ram Kumar though he has 
not encouraged her in any way. He achieves the major objective of the 
safari by setting up a tiger which Tain duly kills. Tain is spurred on by 
such success to fresh indiscretions and gets seriously mauled by another 
tiger. The accident terminates the safari and the American contingent 
prepares to return home — except for Elissa Sergei, who plans to stay on 
in India and do medical relief work. The novel is full of vivid descriptions 
of the forest and the characters are strongly drawn, but the novelist seems 
wholly unaware of the whole drama of tigers and men enacted in India 
during the Raj . 
For the most ambitious attempt to create a myth that will underpin the 
drama, we have to turn to Norah Burke's Tiger Country (1965).̂ ® Early in 
the novel we are told: 'Among the Danish, Dutch, French, Portuguese 
volunteers entering India from the West, came the English family of the 
Hume-Stricklands; and among the conquerors from the North came the 
tigers' (p. 9). And the novel concludes thus: 
For the whole race of tigers is withdrawing from the land they conquered, and 
pulling back into the north... 
Tommy too turned and retraced his steps. 
Tigers and Stricklands parted after two hundred years. The tigers went back into 
the north, and the Stricklands into the west, where they came from, in the 
beginning, (p. 223) 
In between stretch five generations of the Hume-Strickland family which 
has been associated with India from about 1740, but their story is 
presented only in two sections — the period 1905 to 1912, and the year 
1950. Ever since Captain Thomas Hume-Strickland shot the first albino 
tiger of Sonabagh, it became a tradition that the Stricklands must shoot 
tigers in India, especially the white tiger. The tradition is so compelling 
that a later young Tom Strickland has to shoot a tiger practically on the 
first day of his arrival at the station in 1905, although he had had no 
previous experience of hunting big game. Several tigers later, the girl he 
loves, Dolly, who has resisted him so far, at last agrees to marry him — 
but not before she remonstrates: 
O h I know there 's been war between m e n and tigers since we lived in the caves. W a r 
between these men and these tigers. An ancient war , my dar l ing, which, for the 
momen t , you have w o n — But things are changing. O u r son w o n ' t shoot tigers. 
He ' l l go after them in a much more difficult way, with one of those c inematograph 
cameras, (p. 192) 
That son, another Tom, is still in India in 1950 and hopes to marry 
Indira, an Indian girl he loves and who loves him. But she refuses to 
marry him because, she insists, they are racially different and their 
heritages contradict one another. There is a long debate on their last 
picnic (on the beach of a South Indian city); he tries to defend his ances-
tors, especially his father: 
' I was told he was a very great forester . . . he was one of those who saved a great 
forest estate, now worth millions, for your nat ion. R e m e m b e r that , when you ' r e 
r u n n i n g us down! ' 
' H e got paid for it , ' she pointed out coolly. 
'Precious little, and those who h a d to enforce the law w e r e n ' t popular , bu t his m e n 
loved h im. I went the other day to find a bea re r who used to — m a n n a m e d K a r i m , 
very very ancient , w h o ' d given h im lifelong devotion, a n d wept w h e n he died, and 
who — ' 
' O l d family re ta iner? ' she sneered. ' Spa re m e the details. T o m m y . You ' l l be 
preach ing conservat ion at me, next, as well . ' (p. 200) 
When it is quite clear she will not have him, he decides to quit his oil 
executive's job and leave India altogether. He travels up to Sonabagh for 
a farewell shoot, catches a glimpse of an off-white tiger, but gets no 
opportunity to kill it. 
T o m m y wiped the sweat out of his eyes and tu rned to Betchu with a chagr ined smile. 
Betchu smiled back. T h e y knew they were defeated. T h e sahib un loaded his rifle. 
' P e r h a p s he will come south again, sahib, and then — ' 
But the tiger did not tu rn sou th . . . . 
H e went u p into the high Hima layas , where ra inbow glints in the air are not flies 
bu t snowflakes. (p. 222) 
Normally a myth, however unfamiliar or unknown until its first state-
ment , can be made to support a work of fiction. Here the reverse has 
been attempted — a novel has been written to create a myth, which will 
also explain, perhaps even justify, the end of the Ra j . Unfortunately, the 
work fails in its basic business as a novel and the myth has no chance to 
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get established. It is reduced to shooting-the-tiger-and-winning-the-girl, 
even if it means that an earher T o m Strickland {circa 1912), not yet fully 
recovered from injuries sustained while hunting, has to travel from 
'Runi ta l ' to Delhi and barge into a Durbar-occasioned social gathering to 
claim his beloved. As for the last T o m (in 1950), it would seem that he 
cannot shoot his final tiger because he has finally been rejected by the girl 
he wants to marry. 
Even the four or five tiger-shoots that are depicted in some detail — 
and such episodes, after all, provide the basic substance of these novels — 
cannot make up for the hollowness of the rest of this work. Nowhere does 
the author succeed in integrating people to events, events to life, and she 
has to resort to devices like recapitulation — either in the author 's own 
voice or through a character 's reflections. These reflections sometimes 
reveal wholly unwarranted foresight. As early as 1912, amid the Delhi 
Durba r celebrations, T o m Strickland can visualize the ultimate political 
independence of India, although at no point until then does he betray any 
awareness of Indian politics. From this vision he derives his mission in 
life, namely, saving the forests of India for the Indians — another bit of 
looking forward that is done without any cause or preparation. 
Alternately, there is the extended exchange between T o m m y and 
Indira in the epilogue, where they go through their speaking roles as if in 
a set debate. Melodrama intrudes into this debate when Gopal, the man 
Indira intends to marry, turns up on the same beach where the other two 
have gone for their last picnic, and the two males engage in some fisti-
cuffs. This bit of he-manly activity is wholly pointless because nothing 
attaches to the outcome of the fight. Nothing can ever restore those idyllic 
circumstances which had made India tolerable to the British — or so it 
would seem when we read this description of 'Runi ta l ' : 'The hill station 
was a scatter of European bungalows and a bazaar. It was civilization at its 
best: amenities and security set down in a lovely place without ruining it' 
(p. 70; my emphasis). This, of course, was how the earlier generations of 
Stricklands may have viewed India. Let it be said in favour of the last 
T o m m y Strickland that he did not long in 1950 for that idyllic past. 
Though the myth sought to be created by Norah Burke fails to 
establish itself, it contains interesting possibilities. The whiteness of the 
tiger that she pits against the British is clearly reminiscent of the fair-
complexioned Indo-Aryan or Caucasian tribes who are believed to have 
entered from the north and conquered India several thousand years 
before the British did. In zoological fact, the white tiger remains a rare 
creature but the tiger as a species has never gone away from the continent 
— and this plainly falsifies what the novel wanted to suggest as an 
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inevitability. But by presenting the tiger-Strickland encounter as some 
kind of perpetual struggle, the novel has suggested an explanation of why 
the British were so preoccupied with shooting tigers while they occupied 
India. Particularly when we recall the nature and range of human 
qualities attributed to the tiger by Anglo-Indian writers of fact as well as 
of fiction — memory, cunning, vengefulness, to mention only three — 
we shall realize that the tiger represented some enduring spirit of India 
that the British felt they had failed to subjugate. No matter how many 
successful campaigns the British had waged, how many decisive battles 
they had won, how many cantonments they had founded to guard settle-
ments, some basic fear of India continued to haunt British Indian life and 
imagination. Therefore the tiger had to be shot again and again. 
The future of the tiger of fact has probably been secured in India. 
Correspondingly, the tiger of fiction must recede into the past, but not 
before we have underlined its role as yet another aspect of the British-
Indian encounter. 
NOTES 
1. John Masters, Bhowani J unction Harmondsworth, 1962), p. 38. All further 
references are to this edition and are included in the text. 
2. Our own Manohar Malgonkar, another army colonel (honorary?) in the same war 
who must have taken many a cue from John Masters in peace-time activities like 
writing fiction or hunting big game, uses a tiger-shoot almost as an initiation rite for 
a princeling in The Princes (1963). The preceding work, Combat of Shadows , also 
uses a tiger-shoot most crucially and brings together snarling beast and slinky female 
but at some cost to the protagonist. 
3. Vyaghra and sardula are Sanskrit words for tiger. 
4. See Alain Danielou's translation from the ancient Tamil, published as a New Direc-
tions paperback in 1965. 
5. See W. Norman Brown's paper ' Vyaghramari, or the Lady Tiger-killer: A Study of 
the Motif of Bluff in Hindu Fiction', in his India and Indology, ed. Rosanne Rocher 
(Motilal Banarsidass, Delhi, 1978). 
6. Kailash Sankhala, Tiger! The Story of the Indian Tiger (William Collins, London, 
1978), pp. 130-31. 
7. Reproduced from p. 131 of British Books in India, the catalogue of an exhibition 
arranged by The British Council in India, 1961. 
8. A. Dunbar Brander, Wild Animab in Central India (Edward Arnold, London, 1923), 
quoted by Nicholas Courtenay, p. 85; see note 12 below. 
9. Reginald Heber, Narrative of a Journey through the Upper Provinces of India Qohn 
Murray, London, 1928), I, 349. 
10. A. Mundy, Pen and Pencil Sketches Being the Journal of a Tour of India (London, 1833), 
quoted by Nicholas Courtenay, op. cit., p. 85. 
12 
11. K.K. Dyson, A Various Universe: A Study of the Journals and Memoirs of British Men and 
Women in the Indian Subcontinent, 1765-1856 (Oxford University Press, Delhi, 1978), 
pp. 74-75. 
12. Nicholas Courtenay, The Tiger: Symbol of Freedom (Quarter Books, London, 1980), 
p. 52. All further references are to this edition and are included in the text. 
13. A.J. Greenberger, The British Image of India: A Study in the Literature of Imperialism, 
1880-1960 (Oxford University Press, Delhi, 1969), p. 188. All further references are 
to this edition and are included in the text. 
14. Charles Allen, Plain Tales from the iiaj" (Deutsch, London, 1975), p. 117. All further 
references are to this edition and are included in the text. 
15. Suresh Vaidya, Ahead Lies the Jungle (William Heinemann, London, 1958). 
16. Norah Burke, Tiger Country (1965). 
G A R E T H GRIFFITHS 
Imitation, Abrogation and 
Appropriation: the production of 
the post-colonial text 
The first texts produced in a post-colonial society, that is in a society 
which has undergone the experience of colonisation in one of its 
numerous forms (settlement, intervention etc.), are those produced by 
the representatives of the viewpoint of the colonising centre: e.g. gentri-
fied settlers, administrators, box-wallahs and missionaries; or those 
'birds of passage' such as travellers, sightseers etc., who seem to have 
been born hand in hand with the Imperial enterprise and the oppor-
tunities it offered for adventurous voyeurism. Writers as diverse as 
Froude, Mary Kingsley and Charles Wentworth fall into this category. 
The second stage of production within this evolving discourse is the 
literature produced by 'natives' or 'outcasts', e.g. African 'missionary 
literature' (Thomas Mofolo's Chaka)\ any of the many nineteenth-
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century Anglicised upper-class Indian poets; or even the few genuine 
Australian convict texts (e.g. Frank the Poet). The paradox of the 
marginal status of these texts is that their producers have by the very fact 
of writing in the language of the dominant culture, entered, if only in a 
temporary and precarious way, a specific and privileged class accessed to 
the language, leisure and sometimes education necessary to produce such 
works. 
The Australian novel Ralph Rashleigh, now known to have been written 
by the convict James Tucker, is a case in point. Tucker, an educated man, 
wrote Rashleigh as a 'special' (that is a privileged convict) whilst working 
at the penal settlement at Port Macquarie as storekeeper to the Super-
intendent. Port Macquarie was, at that time, effectively a convict lunatic 
asylum and hospital. This unlikely sanctuary provided Tucker with one 
of the few secure, happy and productive periods in a life of tragic in-
effectualness and the manuscript, as the scholar Colin Roderick has 
shown, reflects this.' Written on government paper with government ink 
and pens it was clearly produced with the aid and support of the Super-
intendent. Momentarily, Tucker had gained access to the privilege of 
Literature. Though, significantly, the moment of privilege did not lasi 
and he died, neglected, at the age of fifty-eight at Liverpool Asylum in 
Sydney. 
Certainly one of the most noticeable characteristics of these early 
colonial texts is that the full potential for subveKsion is finally unrealised. 
Although their themes, such as the brutality of the convict system 
(Tucker's Rashleigh), the historical potency of the supplanted and deni-
grated native cultures (Mofolo's Chaka) or the existence of a rich cultural 
heritage older and more extensive than that of Europe (any of many 
nineteenth-century Indo-Anglian poets, for example. Ram Sharma), offer 
great potential for anti-colonial assertions. The problem is that none of 
these texts can fully adopt the viewpoint of the material they embody. 
They come into being within the constraints of a discourse and the 
institutional practice of a patronage system which limits their perspec-
tive. Thus, after a lengthy illustration of the arbitrariness, cruelty and 
injustice of convict life in nineteenth-century New South Wales, a life 
from which the only relief is the period spent in the company of the 
'savage' aboriginals who befriend him whilst on the run, Tucker 
concludes his work as follows: 'Reader, the corpse of the exile slumbers 
in peace on the banks of the Barwon, far from his native land. Let 'us 
hope that his sufferings and untimely death, alas, have expiated the 
errors of his early y e a r s . T h e ending returns uncomfortably to the 
perspective of the dominant power, occluding all the insights of the text. 
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Significantly it is the 'persona' who speaks here to the 'reader' . Tucker as 
'persona' is contained within the discourse. Through the protagonist, 
Rashleigh, he may record much of what he has experienced, but as 
'persona' he cannot make that experience exphcit in the commentary. 
The 'persona' is Hmited in its range of expression by its imphcation in the 
power inscribed in the authority of 'the text'. The subversive nature of 
the protagonist, Rashleigh, is constantly denied by the persona because 
the persona may not endorse the subversive implications of the narrative 
events in an explicit commentary. A novel written on government paper 
with government pen and ink constrains its author and forces him to be 
explicit only within the permitted ideological postures of the ruling 
colonial élite. The institution of 'Literature' in the colony is accorded an 
authority which is directly under the control of the ruling class who alone 
can permit not only the writing but also the publication, distribution etc. 
of the resulting work. 
The ending of Ralph Rashleigh is therefore quite unironic. Irony is only 
possible when the persona can locate him or herself outside the system de-
scribed. The ironist may need to recall Aristotle's boast that given a lever 
long enough and a place to stand he could move the world. For the early 
post-colonial writer no such place appears to exist; yet, paradoxically 
such a place is potentially where he exists. It is the new world he inhabits. 
But his physical transportation to a new environment has not been 
extended to the language and the literary forms in which he might record 
his new experience. That language and those forms must themselves be 
transported, changed, appropriated. One might compare the treatment 
of a similar theme in Patrick White's A Fringe of Leaves where the experi-
ences undergone amongst the aboriginals by the heroine Ellen Roxburgh 
in company with the escaped convict Jack Chance make it impossible for 
her to resume the European attitudes to both convicts and aborigines, 
still current in the fringe settlements of nineteenth-century White 
Australia. 
This need to make the language over is a task faced by all writers in 
post-colonial societies, whether they acquire English by birth or by 
imposition. When they are faced with the need to record an experience 
which within the available discourse is marginalised, is outside the 
received norm, they can only do so by abrogating that discourse, that is 
by recognising that their reality is oppressed by the discourse and that 
any true language for them must involve the rejection of the hierarchy 
within which they are not privileged. They need to make English into 
english, an appropriated and indigenised language which embraces its 
variety as a positive and not as a negative quality. 
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Thus, although the accidents of its genesis are radically different, R a m 
Sharma 's poem Music and Vision of the Anahat Chakram is similarly con-
strained by his use of English. By implication the poem asserts the 
existence of a rich religious and philosophical Indian tradition: 
Whate'er it be, I feel — I know, 
To this sweet music in the heart — 
Beyond the reach of human art — 
A perfect calm of mind I owe, 
A very sabbath of the Soul, 
Resting in Brahma's boundless whole! 
The rest of this poem presents the Indian tradition and culture in rich 
detail but this attempt to write about Indian cultural norms is contained 
and surrounded by their unprivileged position within the English 
language just as the Indian experience itself is contained and surrounded 
by its lack of privilege in the colonial system. 
As in Brindavan's Kadamb grove, 
Each happy in the other's love; 
His blue commingled with her white 
Like a cloud lit by lightning bright; 
While Triveni's united wave. 
With murmurs soft their feet doth lave!^ 
The extensive referencing of Indian culture in these lines is contained 
and limited within the discourse of nineteenth-century British late 
Romantic versification. 
Language and system are mutually sustained; the one supports and 
perpetuates the other. The possible explorative range for the Indian 
English text is limited by its material context. No specific and open 
assertion of the fate of the Indian culture under imperialism can be made 
within the limitations of RS-English (Received Standard English) and 
the institutional practice of Literature which this language sustains. The 
best the Indian poem in such English can do is to assert the continued 
presence and validity of the traditional values vis-à-vis the privileged and 
privileging norm of the imperial culture, a norm which the practice and 
the institution constitute as 'universal ' . Hence the nirvana of the poem is 
expressible only through the assertion of its equivalent validity with the 
nearest English concept, the Christian ' sabbath of the Soul ' . In order to 
progress beyond this the Indian writer, like the Australian, must restruc-
ture the language, reordering the hierarchies sustained within the 
Imperial discourse. 
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It is to this process whereby the language and forms of the metro-
pohtan centre and its aesthetic are privileged that we should look for 
explanations of the 'imitativeness' and 'dependence' of many early post-
colonial texts, and not to some formalist criterion which ignores the text 
as a site for the production of meaning. 
Explanations which argue that such imitativeness stems from the fact 
that the height of the colonial period coincides with that period in the 
metropolitan literature (1750-1850) when the dominant aesthetic was 
imitative and conventional miss the larger point / 
Such imitativeness is part of the discourse of power operating between 
imperial centre and colony and can be seen to occur irrespective of the 
conventionality or otherwise of the dominant aesthetic theories of the 
metropolis. 
For example, Romantic and post-Romantic theories of 'spontaneous' 
expression, individual observation of nature and an engagement with 
'the language of common men' had percolated down into Indian poetry 
during the Victorian period. Although these had offered an opposing 
aesthetic and practice to that of the eighteenth century with its insistence 
on literature as 'an artefact ... something fashioned according to certain 
principles, much as a craftsman might fashion a table or a chair'^ and 
offered instead the idea of an individual, expressive creation which bent 
form to its needs, an identical imitative process is observed in the 
resulting works. The 'spontaneous', 'individual' and 'descriptive' work 
produced in India between 1850 and 1910 is produced in direct mimicry 
of the forms and idioms of the 'literary' example privileged by the pre-
vailing discourse.^ 
The dominance of this example and its privileged position has nothing 
to do with its intrinsic qualities, whether pro or anti conventionalised 
imitation. It is empowered to impose itself irrespective of its nature by its 
position within a hierarchy of discursive practices in which the Indian 
alternative models (religious epic, instructional poem etc.) are not privi-
leged. Ultimately only the conscious abrogation of this hierarchy can 
liberate the text fully from this dominance. 
In the poem 'Samarsi' by the nineteenth-century Indian poet Greece 
Chunder Dutt, one of the many writers produced by the famous Bengali 
literary family (and whose name 'Greece' suggests the relationship such 
families held with the European cultural tradition), Scottish and Indian 
references are mixed: 
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Samarsi the bold is the pride of his clan, 
But he owns not an acre in broad Rajasthan; 
Samarsi the bold is the hope of the true, 
But his sporran is empty, his henchmen are few. 
For the Moors o'er the Jumna in triumph have come, 
And Samarsi the bold is an exile from home. 
Despite the 'comic' responses which this text frequently evokes in 
readings by modern European critics in the post-colonial context, it 
represents an advance by its appropriation of an 'English' literary form 
(the Romantic ballad) to Indian literary discourse. The process of 
abrogation and appropriation characteristic of the post-colonial text is 
already set in train and the text is being constructed within the post-
colonial discourse, itself formulated within the political dialectic which 
brings it into being. That the text is expressive of the oppressed position 
occupied by India in that discourse is countered by the larger political 
consequence of acquiring it. 
Even if the text can only assert itself at the level of a local colour, 
through the introduction of the Indian names for flora, fauna and seasons 
to a form otherwise unchanged, such a hybridisation subverts (menaces) 
through its very imitativeness both the surface features and the ideo-
logical underpinnings of the discourse which seeks to legitimise and 
authorise it (European Romanticism). Take, for example, Sarojini 
Naidu's 'Summer Woods' : 
Oh I am tired of painted roofs and soft and silken floors, 
And long for wind-blown canopies of crimson golmohurs! 
O I am tired of strife and song and festivals and fame, 
And long to fly where cassia-woods are breaking into flame. 
Love, come with me where koels call from flowering glade and glen, 
Far from the toil and weariness, the praise and prayers of men. 
O let us fling all care away, and lie alone and dream 
Neath tangled boughs of tamarind and molsari and neem!® 
Two poems by another nineteenth-century Bengali poet, Hur 
Chunder Dutt, may serve to illustrate how this process can come about 
only by relocating the text within an alternative discourse based upon its 
reproduction at the site of consumption, not upon its use or misuse of 
formal techniques. So in the poem called 'Tarra Baee' the Indian context 
is contained only in the note preceding the poem which explains that 
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T a r r a Baee is an Indian princess who rejected suitors unless they offered 
to redeem her inherited land, Thoda . The poem which follows is, in all 
respects, contained by the discourse of the Romant ic ballad whose form it 
imitates: 
She sat upon her palfrey white, 
That damsel fair and young, 
And from the jewelled belt she wore, 
Her trusty rapier hung; 
And chieftains bold, and warriors proud, 
Around her formed a gallant crowd.® 
The limitations of such texts reveals not their ineptness nor their lack of 
complexity but their ^ inevitably unprivileged position within the 
dominant colonial patronage system. 
Of course this is an extreme example of the suppression of the subject 
by the discourse. Nevertheless, when that subject is constituted within a 
political stance whose oppositional mode and sense of oppression 
subverts and appropriates the discourse, the moment of abrogation may 
be perceived to exist not as a formal property of the text but as a repro-
duction of those properties within the context of the text 's consumption. 
It is the relationship of author and perceived audience whose ambivalent 
position vis-à-vis their polarisation within the post-colonial world is thus 
clearly revealed. The position of the Bengali Anglicised intellectual H u r 
Chunder Dut t is clearly revealed in a text such as ' India ' , as is the 
potential difference reproduceable from the text by an Indian English-
speaking reader as opposed to an English reader. . . 
India 
And shall I to the future turn my gaze? 
The future is a sealed book to man, 
And none so high presumes his sight to raise; 
God's mystic secrets who shall dare to scan? 
But sure it is no mighty sin to dream; 
I dreamt a dream of strange and wild delight, 
Freedom's pure shrine once more illumed did seem, 
The clouds had pass'd beneath the morning light; 
And sighs and groans for ever fled the land; 
Science again aspired to the sky. 
And patriot valour watch'd the smiling strand; 
A dream! a dream! Why should a dream it be? 
Land of my fathers! Canst thou ne'er be free?'° 
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R a m Sharma's poem In Memory of Swami Vivekananda^ addresses the 
dead Swami in English, using that language to suggest that his Guru will 
greet him 'in Elysium' with praise as 'Bengali 's gifted son' and 'all 
India 's pride' . Recently, at a reading of the poem, a contemporary 
Indian critic asked: 'But what language would they have used when they 
spoke?' 
Perhaps the question the poem and those like it poses is a slightly 
different one, not 'what language' but from what perspective? The post-
colonial text, even when still so powerfully under the suppressive 
influence of the imperial discourse, may still show how the reproduction 
of the text is itself as constitutive of its meaning as the formal levels of 
abrogation which it has achieved. To go beyond this the writer must 
appropriate the discourse to his own use. But the example of the 
nineteenth-century post-colonial writer may show how from a post-
colonial perspective a re-reading of all post-colonial texts must inevitably 
occur as part of that process. 
N O T E S 
1. Foreword to James Tucker, Ralph Rashleigh (ed. Colin Roderick; Angus and 
Robertson, Classics Edition, 1975), pp. v-xi. 
2. Ibid., p. 303. 
3. V .K. Gokak, ed., The Golden Treasury of Indo-Anglian Poetry 1828-1965 (Sahitya 
Akademi, New Delhi, 1970), p. 36. 
4. For example, G.A. Wilkes in the introduction tô  The Colonial Poets (Angus and 
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VINODA & SHIV K U M A R 
The Indianness of Ezekiel's 
'Indian English' Poems: 
An Analysis 
The response of scholars to Ezekiel's 'Indian English' poems has always 
alternated between amusement and disapproval; very few have taken 
them seriously enough to see that they bring into sharp focus the sensi-
bility that informs the characteristic Indian modes of thought and be-
haviour. It seems as if the comedy of the low-grade Indian English 
employed by the poet as an artistic strategy in these poems has altogether 
distracted attention away from the underlying purpose. The apparently 
light-hearted treatment of the subject in them has led scholars to think 
that the poet has 'quietly gone to seed'.^ Even when occasionally a 
perceptive scholar like Sivaramakrishna feels that the 'ultimate signifi-
cance' of Ezekiel's 'Indian English' poems has not often been realised, he 
merely regards them as symptomatic of the predicament of Indo-English 
poets 'whoring after English gods'.^ This view leaves much to be said 
about the 'significance' of these poems. 
Ezekiel's ' Indian English' poems, in our view, are remarkable as they 
focus on those Indian modes of social behaviour which ill-assort with 
those of the English, reflecting thereby a typical post-colonial, cross-
cultural situation. This paper is meant to present an analysis of the con-
textual and formal deviations that the language of these poems simulates 
with a view to underlining some aspects of Indian character. Indeed, the 
title, Very Indian Poems in Indian English sets the tone of these poems even 
as it defines their parameters on the thematic and stylistic levels. The title 
not only furnishes a frame of reference, but also a standard of judgement. 
It must be noted that the title is not value-neutral, but insists on calling 
attention to the Indian character of the subject and style with the intensi-
fier 'very'. One may also see a note of irony in the intensifier. 
One of the remarkable creative choices that the poet appears to have 
made in writing these poems is to set up inadequate bilinguals^ for his 
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personae. Several advantages flow from such a choice. They enable the 
poet to represent the average Indian whom no one, at least in India, will 
have difficulty in recognising. More important, this strategy helps the 
poet put their Indianness in bold relief. For when an average Indian 
expresses himself in English, the deviations from the L j variety of 
English that invariably appear in his speech reveal his socio-linguistic 
background. The speakers in Ezekiel's poems are all the kind of inade-
quate bilinguals whose English, working by default, allows a glimpse of 
their cultural and linguistic differentiae. To be sure, these poems would 
have been less Indian and far less amusing had Ezekiel chosen more 
Westernised speakers whose English approximates the standard British 
variety. 
A Western reader of these poems is bound to find them decidedly 
unEnglish, not merely because the speakers here are Indian, but because 
the attitudes, assumptions and expressions manifest in their speech are 
distinctly Indian. The three poems examined here offer transpositions of 
a speech whose underlying assumptions of speaker-listener relationship, 
in the given circumstances, are basically Indian. The poet's perceptions 
of the Indian prototype offered in the poems, 'The Professor', 'The 
Patriot', and 'Goodbye Party for Miss Pushpa T . S . ' could be verified as 
we go along from authoritative sources external to the poems. 
Among the features of the Indian character represented by the poems 
are: (a) a free-wheeling, no-holds-barred sociability; (b) a breathless 
tempo of speech; and (c) an unrational — not irrational — approach to 
men and matters. These features are, of course, blended organically with 
a complex of other such features in the personality that emerges from the 
poems, but they are separately examined here for purposes of analysis. 
The most striking aspect of the speakers in these poems is the easy and 
intimate relationship they establish even when the position of the listener 
warrants a degree of distance. The listeners in the three poems are (a) a 
former student, (b) a visitor, and (c) a gathering of people. The all-out 
breezy camaraderie, the uninhibited sociability displayed by the speakers 
towards their listeners should come home directly to the Indian readers 
while the English should find this approach baffling. Unlike the average 
Indian, the WASP character is especially noted for self-reliance and reti-
cence. An openly confessional speech, emotional permissiveness and 
demonstrative display of personal feelings would be considered, in the 
given situation, decidedly unEnglish. The English language, known for 
irony and understatement, is yoked in Ezekiel's poems to a sensibility 
that is not given to inwardness and to the exclusive sense of privacy in 
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social interaction. The expectations of social behaviour which the English 
language brings with it are completely upset in these poems. The 
incompatibility of the English language and Indian behaviour that we 
find in these poems could be traced to the cultural and social differences 
between the two societies. Nirad C. Chaudhur i , known for astute obser-
vation of these differences, has concluded his discussion of these with the 
words: Tt is this comedie humaine, this large-hearted wiping out of the 
distinction between public and private affairs, this craving for sympathy 
in widest commonalty spread, that make us recoil from the dreariness of 
the public behaviour of the English people.'^ Many instances of charac-
teristic Indian manners discussed by Chaudhur i in 'The Eternal Silence 
of These Infinite Crowds ' in A Passage to England help us appreciate fully 
the authenticity of the Indian modes of social behaviour represented in 
Ezekiel's poems examined here. The speakers in 'The Professor' and 
'The Patriot ' are eager to talk about their private opinions and lives with 
persons who could be regarded as strangers in much the same way as the 
stranger whom Nirad Chaudhur i meets at a Delhi bus stop.*^ This 
effusive sociability, characteristic of Indian ways, may also be observed 
in the farewell address in 'Goodbye Par ty ' : here too the speaker brings an 
intimate, informal, and confessional attitude to a formal occasion. 
In ' T h e Patriot ' the anonymous speaker begins with an unabashed 
self-dramatisation, bemoans the declining values in public affairs, freely 
offers advice as well as ' lassi ' , and closes his discourse by inviting the 
listener to visit again. The declamation in 'The Professor' and in 
'Goodbye Party ' is unwithholding and chatty. Both freely mix private 
affairs with public ones. The harangues of the patriot as well as of the 
professor are for ever ready to take on a high moral tone. Both castigate, 
admonish and exhort alternately. The patriot 's peroration ends on a note 
of elevating pious sentiment ( 'One day R a m Rajya is sure coming') just 
as Professor Sheth's spiel inexorably moves on to the moral, 'we have to 
change with t imes ' . 
Alongside this moral note, lack of specificity and focus also charac-
terise the speech in the three poems. The habits formed by close 
community living, by simplicity and religiosity have contributed to 
produce a social life in India where such loud, intimate, and desultory 
conversation has become the norm; this conversation is often spiced with 
edifying generalisations. R a j u ' s goofy apotheosis into sainthood in R . K . 
Narayan ' s The Guide is founded on his great ability to play to the tastes of 
the simple rural folk who like nothing better than edifying moral senti-
ments and desultory conversation. Indian readers of Ezekiel's ' Indian 
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English' poems would readily find them congenial primarily because they 
adopt the assumptions of speaker-listener relations common to the native 
culture although they look out of place in English. 
Another recognisably Indian feature of these poems is the tempo and 
rhythms of speech that they simulate. The irrepressible loquacity of the 
speakers represented here is all the more remarkable considering the 
woeful ineptness with which they handle English; inadequate mastery of 
English does not seem to thwart them. The rapid flow of their mono-
logues rushes on with many digressions, asides, philosophical declama-
tions and generalisations. Such a pace is considered typically Indian 
because Indians are said to ' think quickly, talk quickly ... move 
quickly'.^ Ra ja Rao has given us convincing proof of this aspect in his 
novel Kanthapura through an exquisite simulation of Indian traditional 
narrative styles and speech habits. The pace and tempo of the speech in 
Ezekiel's Indian poems is as breathless as it is in Ra ja Rao ' s novel. The 
difference between the two approaches, however, is one of translation 
and original. Strangely enough, when we read the English of Kanthapura, 
we feel we are reading a native Indian language. But in Ezekiel's poems 
the reading experience is neither that of an Indian language nor of 
Standard British English; it is a form of English that is recognisably 
Indian in many respects. The English in Ezekiel's poems is of L^ inter-
ference variety, used mainly for the limited purpose of throwing light on 
a set of attitudes peculiar to inter-personal relationships in India. O n the 
other hand Ra ja Rao transplants Indian spirit by fashioning an English 
that is suited to the ambitious artistic purpose of bringing to life the ethos 
and the spirit of rural India. That is, while Ezekiel uses ' Indian English', 
Ra ja Rao uses an Indianised English. However, what is common to both 
is that they succeed in capturing in their language the speech rhythms 
and the tempo characteristic of common Indian modes of speech. The 
speakers in Ezekiel's poems are all heavy-duty monploguers and 
excellent raconteurs in the fashion of Achakka, the old brahmin widow of 
Kanthapura who narrates the story. Exuberance and a flowing, sing-
song patterned repetitiousness are the essential features of their speech. 
Consider these examples: 
Pakistan behaving like this. 
China behaving hke that. 
It is making me very sad, I am teUing you. 
( ' T h e Patr iot ' ) 
O n e is Sales Manager , 
O n e is Bank Manager , 
Both have cars. 
( ' T h e Professor ') 
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T h e rhythmic movement of the speech here is likely to be mistaken for 
merely a metrical device c o m m o n to verse. But the s ing-song m a n n e r in 
which the monologue tumbles is actually the way in which the c o m m o n 
Indian folk speak. T o appreciate this better, all one needs to do is to recall 
the rapid flow of the rhythmic speech of the villagers in Kanthapura: 
' « T h e y say R a n g a m m a is all for M a h a t m a . W e are all for the M a h a t m a . 
Par i ah R a c h a n n a ' s wife, R a c h i and S e t h a m m a a n d T h i m m a m m a are all 
for the M a h a t m a . T h e y say the M a h a t m a will go to the R e d - m a n ' s 
country a n d he will get us Swara j . H e will br ing us Swara j , the 
M a h a t m a » ' (p. 257). T h e speech of the poems shares with that in 
Kanthapura the garru lous and gossipy style. Although Ezekiel ' s speakers 
use a cliche-ridden and deviant Engl ish, their loquacity comes through 
nevertheless. T h e y confirm C h a u d h u r i ' s view: ' A very large n u m b e r of 
us are indeed glib in Engl i sh , but glibness and expressiveness are not 
synonymous . . . the major i ty of the speakers of Engl ish employ a conven-
tional diction for putt ing across conventional ideas. 
A m o n g other related Indian characteristics that the speech in Ezekiel ' s 
poems manifes t s is a certain old-world naïveté and an attitude that, in the 
average Indian , negates method and reason. An almost child-like sim-
plicity announces itself when, for example , the patriot expresses his 
concern about the growing violence in the world; in the s a m e vein he 
wonders why people do not follow G a n d h i . After holding forth in this 
vein for some t ime, he finally invites his visitor in these terms: 
But you will visit again? 
Any time, any day. 
I am not believing in ceremony. 
Always I am enjoying your company. 
Such an unaf fected plainness conceals an inability to consider mutua l 
convenience when an invitation is extended. But the concept of meet ing 
or visiting by appointment is itself alien to the average Indian. O n e 
recalls what a shock it was to the Eng l i shwoman, Ade la Q u e s t e d in A 
Passage to India, when M r s Bhat tacharya similarly asks her to visit her 
saying 'all days are convenient ' . Forster was not portraying an 
u n c o m m o n situation when eventually he shows Bhat tacharyas fail ing to 
send the promised carr iage on the appointed day. Th i s , however, does 
not m e a n that lack oif sincerity is an Indian trait. O n e could possibly trace 
this indifference to a lack of method and to deep-seated habits of 
c o m m u n a l behaviour . V . S . N a i p a u l has traced the present crisis of India 
to ' turning away from the mind (on which the sacred G i t a lays such 
stress)' .^ But N a i p a u l ' s postulates in this regard are valid only in relation 
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to the folk culture and not the modern Indian culture. Ezekiel's represen-
tation of Indian habits of social behaviour are similarly those of common 
folk. 
As for the Indianness at the formal level, the poems under study offer a 
rich variety of examples in which one can observe innumerable 'mter-
language' features. Indian English being basically an interference 
variety, one can expect to fmd an increasingly greater interference of L j 
in the language here. The interference could be observed mainly at the 
level of grammar, collocation, lexis, etc. The Indian English used by 
Ezekiel's speakers also shares a feature which comes from an exclusive 
exposure to written forms of English in the Second Language situation: a 
bookish, florid and formal style. 
Unlike the English used in Ra ja Rao ' s Kanthapura, the language in 
Ezekiel's poems is deviant at both semantic and formal levels. Whitworth 
has described this kind of English as a substandard v a r i e t y . A s such, it 
generally figures on the wrong side of the acceptability scale. We are 
concerned here only with those deviations which are possibly caused by 
L j influence and which in some way qualify to be called Indian. 
Some of the most striking examples of the strident intrusion of L^ in 
the English of these poems could be observed in its be + verb + ing 
constructions. In Hindi as well as in most other Indian languages the 
tendency is to add progressive to even those verbs which in Standard 
English do not occur in the progressive tenses because of what is known 
as the selectional restriction rules. When patterns of use found in L j are 
translated into English, we have such forms as the underlined ones 
observed in the language of Ezekiel's speakers: 
'/ am standing for peace. . . ' 
' I am simply not understanding...' 
'Everyday I'm reading Times of Ind ia . . . ' 
( ' T h e Patriot ' ) 
'I am living ]\i?,X. on opposite house 's backside. . . ' 
( ' T h e Professor ') 
'his wife was cooking nicely. . . ' 
' / am always appreciating...' 
' Pushpa Miss is never saying no . . . ' 
In Standard English the ordinary order of words in declaratives is 
inverted to express an interrogation, but in Indian languages the word-
order (excepting the question-word) is usually that of the assertive 
sentence even in the interrogative. The English produced in an Indian 
context often does away with the inversion and the DO-insertion rules in 
26 
interrogatives and uses wrong question tags. Ezekiel's speakers offer 
many such examples: 
'You want one glass lassi?' 
'Wha t you think of prospects of world peace?' 
'All men are brothers, no?' 
( 'The Patriot ') 
In the use of articles, too, the language of Ezekiel's personae manifests 
many instances of inter-language interference. The Indian tendency to 
abuse English articles was noted long ago by Whitworth" and this could 
be noted in the language here, too: 
'You want one glass las^? ' 
' With little salt lovely dr ink. . . ' 
'Miss Pushpa is coming 
from very high family. 
' One is Sales Manager , 
On^ w Manage r . . . ' 
' This is price of old age. ' 
( 'The Patriot ') 
( 'Goodbye Party ' ) 
( 'The Professor') 
With the exception of the first, all the other examples here are to be noted 
for the absence of the required article. In the first example, 'one ' takes 
the place of ' a ' because, as mentioned by Whitworth, it is a carry-over of 
the single number ek in L^. Close examination of specific examples of 
such use is bound to lead the enquiry either to the influence of L j or 
simply to ignorance of the correct use of articles. 
The incidence of inter-language interference becomes even more 
apparent in the kind of loan-shifts, loan-blends and loan-translations that 
Ezekiel's Indian speakers use here. Examples such as ' Indira behn ' , 
'goonda fellow', ' R a m Ra jya ' , 'Hindiwallahs ' , etc. need little explana-
tion to show that they are derivative. 
These poems offer many instances of Indianisms where, unlike in 
Standard English, the qualifier moves into the place of a modifier. It is 
true that in contemporary British English this practice is observed in such 
instances as ' information retrieval ' , ' s tudent participation' , etc., but this 
is being done only to produce a more compact, condensed noun group. 
In Ezekiel's poems, however, this analogy is over-extended to produce 
expressions which strain acceptability. Some examples of this are: 
' s tudent unrest fellow' ( 'The Patriot ') , 'Goodbye Par ty ' , ' M y uncle's 
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very old friend' ( 'Goodbye Party'), 'opposite house's backside' ( 'The 
Professor'), etc. The underlying structure of some of these neologisms is 
non-deviant, but the realized structures are deviant. They can be 
explained only in terms of the peculiar semantic and grammatical 
patterns of the Indian variety of English. This phenomenon may also be 
the result of a simplification process indulged to an excess by the Indian 
user of English either in ignorance or as a part of easier communicational 
strategies. 
Ezekiel's Indian English poems also offer examples of collocations 
which are essentially culture-bound. Such collocations as 'brothers and 
sisters', 'our dear sister' (in 'Goodbye Party') may be regarded as the 
outcome of transfer from Lj expressions peculiar to Indian social mores: 
they belong to the category of such carry-overs from Lj as 'cherisher of 
the poor', 'bow my forehead', 'Oh, Maharaj', 'rape-sister', 'jewel of 
jewels', etc. found in the novels of M . R . Anand, Raja Rao and others. 
The impact of culture on the formal features of Indian English could 
also be discerned in such collocations as 'you were so thin, like stick' 
( 'The Professor'). In such instances the L^ meanings are transferred to 
L2 items of English, and in the process what is produced is an idiom that 
is unEnglish. 
Other varieties of collocational violations observed in the poems are 
'no blood-pressure', 'no heart-attack', 'sound habits', 'humble resi-
dence', 'what sweetness is in Miss Pushpa', 'family members' (in 'The 
Professor' and 'Goodbye Party'), etc. Although they are most commonly 
used by Indian speakers of English, they clearly remain as mistakes and 
as such are rejected by the acrolect speakers of English in India. 
It may also be noted that some of the most striking features of the style 
of English used by Ezekiel's speakers are glibness, pedantry, verbosity, 
and bookishness. R .C . Goffm, A.F.Kindersley, Samuel Mathai, Braj B. 
Kachru and Nirad C. Chaudhuri have made pointed reference to these 
attributes of the popular style of Indian English.'^ The style of English in 
these poems depends heavily for effect on the high-falutin, hackneyed 
phrases ('Friends, Romans countrymen' etc., 'Regeneration, Remuner-
ation, Contraception' etc., 'Every family must have black sheep', 'How 
many issues you have?' etc.), pleonastic expressions ('total teetotaller, 
completely total', etc.) in place of simple ones, pretentious rhetoric 
('Ancient Indian wisdom is 100% correct', etc.), alliterative repeti-
tiousness ('our progress is progressing'), register mixing ( 'and hope to 
score century'), and other such Indianisms. 
The language in Ezekiel's poems not only incorporates many of the 
features discussed here but uses them to a telling effect. The disparity 
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between what one has learnt to expect from Standard English and what 
one finds manifested in the 'Indian English' here has thus become a great 
creative opportunity for the poet to light up some aspects of the common 
Indian personality. 
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V E R A S H A R M A 
The Wedding 
The reflection that looked back at Mrs Ujwala Shah was that of a woman 
in her forties. Her face had long ago lost all claims to youth and as she 
tried to smooth away the lines around her eyes, they only fell back in 
place. Her complexion too had lost its freshness and the skin of her neck 
had started to sag. 
It was many years since she had looked at herself in the mirror so 
earnestly. In fact it was twenty years since she had given up trying to 
improve her appearance in any way at all. Ever since her husband had 
left her with her small daughter on the front steps of her parents ' home, 
she had regarded herself as almost a widow, though she did wear the aus-
picious Vermillion spot upon her forehead, and observed all the fasts pre-
scribed for married women with living husbands. 
But today it was different. Her only daughter was to be married, and 
her husband had agreed to come from America to give away the bride. 
She wondered whether she should hope for a reconciliation after all these 
years. Maybe he had matured and realised that it was no fault of hers 
that her father had died suddenly without giving all the ornaments he had 
agreed to provide in her dowry. Her elder brother was young and 
inexperienced and had found it difficult to cope with all the responsi-
bilities of a business and a home which contained his widowed mother, 
his deserted sister and her little girl. By the time he had saved enough 
money to make good his father 's promise, he found that his sister's 
husband had emigrated to America. 
He had tried hard to contact him, but all his letters received no reply, 
and her brother remained unmarr ied so that he could provide for her and 
her child. It was, therefore, with considerable surprise that her brother 
had received a letter accepting his invitation to come and officiate at the 
wedding of his sister's child and M r Shah's daughter. 
When her brother told her about it, she was overcome with fear and 
joy. 'Do you think he will be coming to live in India again? Maybe he is 
tired of America and wants to come back home. What do you feel?' she 
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had asked her brother, but he only took off his cap and ran his fingers 
through his hair without comment. 
His old mother came in and said, 'What is this I hear? You have 
invited Shyam to come and officiate at Sheela's wedding? But my son, 
you have sacrificed your whole life to support your sister and Sheela. It is 
you who have brought her up since the age of two. Why should Shyam, 
who hasn't cared to inquire whether his wife and child are dead or alive, 
be given the honour of giving away the bride? Twenty years is not a small 
period of time.' 
'Let it be, mother, after all Sheela is his daughter, and it is better for 
her that her father should give her away. It will stop any unpleasant 
gossip that his absence might give rise to in her husband's house. It is 
good that he has agreed to come and conduct the ceremonies. As it is, you 
know that Sheela has given me the love of a daughter, and nothing will 
change that. ' 
In the day that followed prior to the wedding, everyone's attention was 
focussed on the bride, and except to allocate her tasks to do no one was 
much concerned as to what Ujwala might be feeling. Her mother was 
busy with the domestic arrangements for housing and feeding the guests. 
Her brother was busy arranging for the money for a good dowry and the 
wedding expenses. He did not want his niece to suffer the way his sister 
had, for want of money. Her daughter was excited and happy with her 
own circle of friends, and though Ujwala was busy too, nevertheless, the 
impending arrival of a husband she had not seen for twenty years filled 
her with hope and fear. 
I wonder what he looks like now. Is he still handsome? she mused. 
Living in America for so many years must have changed his appearance 
as well as his habits. For a brief moment she let her mind toy with the 
ridiculous idea that he might take her back with him. It was fantasy, but 
might he not be feeling a sense of guilt at forty-five which he had not felt 
at twenty-five? But then again she would feel, what had she to offer? A 
face lined with anxiety etched over the years. Eyes which were two deep 
pools of sorrow. A lean bony figure. No education. Who would want her? 
She didn't even know a word of English. Yet she continued to toy with 
the thought that perhaps, just perhaps he might take her back with him. 
The next morning, Ujwala took special care with her toilet. She 
borrowed vanishing cream from her daughter's jar without Sheela's 
knowledge and applied a generous amount of talcum powder on her face. 
She was naturally fair and she thought since he had spent so many years 
in America, where most women must be white madams, she should not 
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look unduly dark in comparison. Then she carefully applied the red spot 
on her forehead. Today she boldly made the tikka much larger and more 
prominent, for today, with her husband beside her, she felt proud to wear 
the sacred kum-kum. Her sari, too, she draped with exaggerated care. 
Everybody was busy fluttering to and fro in the hall that had been hired 
for the day for the ceremonies, the lunch and the reception in the 
evening. 
Her sixty-year-old mother was in charge of all the arrangements, and 
she and her group of women friends hurried about giving instructions to 
the hired cooks and those decorating the bride, while Ujwala, too nervous 
to be useful, waited patiendy for the coming of her husband. Neither her 
mother nor her brother had given a thought to her or what feelings of 
uncertainty and hope lay concealed beneath the neatly draped sari that 
lay across her breast. It had never even crossed their minds that she was 
nurturing a flickering flame of hope that it might just be possible that she 
too would be leaving her mother's house to start a new life with her 
estranged husband. 
She knew him at once, as he walked into the room. His plane was late, 
and so he had come directly to the hall to be in time for the ceremonies. 
She was introduced to him and she bent down and touched his polished 
shoes, as was her duty. She studied his face avidly for a sign of recog-
nition, but he raised her, holding her shoulders lightly and turned to her 
brother without meeting her pleading eyes. 
The wedding arrangements were a great success. Mr Shah had 
performed all the rites without any fuss, and the bride was sent to her 
husband's home with traditional pomp. 
The following day, Ujwala waited expectantly to hear what her 
husband's plans were going to be from her brother who had gone to meet 
him, but when he came home, he did not say a word. She had not wanted 
to be the one to ask, but in the end she was forced to. 
'How long will he be in India?' she had hesitantly asked. 
Tt was really very good of him to come,' said her brother without 
answering her. 
'When is he returning to America?' she asked again. 
'Tonight. He is going by plane. He is really a very nice man. He told 
me not to bother to come to the airport to see him off. So considerate. I 
was worried about how to get home so late at night after saying good-bye 
to him.' 
'Did he say anything about me?' she said in almost a whisper. 
'About you?' her brother said in amazement. 'What did you think he 
would say about you?' 
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'I only wondered. No ... nothing, I suppose.' 
'He did say that his daughter looked lovely as a bride. We all thought 
she did too.' 
'Yes, ' she agreed. 
That night as she lay softly crying into her pillow near her sleeping 
mother, in their Santa Cruz flat, she suddenly felt very alone. Her 
mother and brother seemed very far away from her now. She couldn't 
sleep the whole night, as her little fantasy fell to pieces around her. 
In the early morning before dawn, she heard the roar of a plane as it 
flew over their building o'f flats, shattering the silence, and with it flew all 
her hope. 
SUE T H O M A S 
Sexual Politics in 
Edward Brathwaite's Poem 
and Sun Poem 
Mother Poem and Sun Poem are the first two poems in Edward Brathwaite's 
latest and as yet unfinished poetic trilogy. Both poems are set in the post-
Emancipation period on the island of Barbados where Brathwaite was 
born and grew up. Like Rights of Passage, Masks and Islands — the poems 
of Brathwaite's first trilogy. The Arrivants — Mother Poem and Sun Poem are 
poems of multiple voices. Mother Poem traces the history of Barbados 
through the voices of working-class or folk women, a female slave, 
children and a debt collector, agent of the capitalist merchant; these 
voices are interspersed with the at times ideologically committed descrip-
tive, at times directly protesting voice of the visionary poet, evaluating 
the folk women's uncritical consumption of white bourgeois materialism, 
religion and education (the last of these for their children), and the 
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expedients associated with the socio-economic conditions imposed on 
working class married and family life by the plantation and its owner, the 
white mulatto merchant. The text is determined to give articulation to 
the often publicly silent dreaming of the folk woman, to 'slowly restore 
her silent gutters of word-fall' through the impersonations of art. Sun 
Poem traces the history of Barbados through the loss or perversion of male 
dreaming. The voices of the poem are many: the voice of the rainbow; 
the inner and speaking voices of Adam, the archetypal folk boy; the 
voices of Adam's sister, male playfellows and childhood sweetheart; the 
voice of an emasculated black male; the historical voices of a slaver and a 
follower of the slave rebellion leader, Bussa; and the at times ideologi-
cally committed descriptive, at times directly protesting voice of the 
visionary poet and historian. The poem carries in itself and in its connec-
tions with Mother Poem the implication that the plantation, the merchant 
and female dreaming cause the loss or perversion of male dreaming and 
emasculation — as one male voice puts his di lemma in the poem: 'i gettin 
smaller ... is de sun dyein out of i vision. Both Mother Poem and Sun Poem 
close on a note of hope, with the rediscovery of the power of nam, the 
'soul, secret name, soul-source, connected with nyam (eat), yam (root 
food), nyame (name of god)',^ a rediscovery which the text insists will 
enable the present generations of black Bajans to fmd their Afro-West 
Indian roots, their folk/maroon heritage, and so become '«the first 
potential parents»' to '«contain the ancestral h o u s e » t h r e a t e n e d and 
made insecure by lack of solid foundations in the soil of landscape and 
history. 
My interest lies in the sexual politics of the ideology of the voice of the 
visionary poet inscribed in the text. Its sexual politics are very seldom 
made explicit in the sections of the poems it speaks: the voice is explicitly 
committed to a folk/maroon vision of history and the future embracing 
anti-imperialism and anti-materialism and to a decrying of the socio-
economic conditions shaping the ' inner plantation'.^ T h e sexual politics 
of the voice of the visionary poet are implicit in the silences of the texts 
and in the selection of racial and sexual stereotypes for evocation, of 
voices for impersonation, and of some but not other parts of the dis-
courses of impersonated voices for criticism and comment . I will be 
arguing that the failure of the voice of the visionary poet to critically 
examine the inadequacies and contradictions of its 'pro-family ' patri-
archal sexual political ideology is a source of limitation: the voice cannot 
achieve its project of offering a vision of explosure ( ' the uncurled bloom 
of light') and implosure ( ' f i rm but subtile feeding to the stem of 
origins'), and the invocation of the power of nam central to this vision 
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offers nothing more than a romanticised resolution of the sexual political 
problems of the inner plantation isolated in the texts. 
The predominant racial sexual stereotypes Brathwaite, as he con-
structs himself in the voice of the visionary poet, evokes m Adothev Poem 
and Sun Poem are the emasculated black husband and the matriarchal 
woman, known, the voice of the visionary poet states, 'soft only at the 
moment of generation/ but always hard with word with nag with shrew' 
{SP, p. 37). Each of these stereotypes, naturalised in the wake of the 1965 
Moynihan report on the black family in the U.S.A., is accorded some 
West Indian socio-economic specificity. Several models of the emascu-
lation of men are offered in the poems. In the first and most fully 
developed model the husband works in a warehouse yard and is intimi-
dated by the merchant: his wife says of him, 'he does let de man boss e 
'bout in de job/ like e got a dog in de corner' {MP, p. 6); his child calls 
him 'the merchant's prop/erty' {MP, p. 7), a pun which conveys the 
capitalist's attitude to the exploited worker and the way in which the 
father's fear of the merchant props up the authority of the capitalist. The 
husband has not been compensated for the industrial illness which has 
damaged his lungs so that in his wife's words 'he cud hardly breed' {MP, 
p. 13), a play by the impersonating voice on 'breathe' which suggests loss 
of virility. The stereotypical figure of the black matriarch merges with the 
cross-cultural patriarchal stereotype of the nagging woman whose salt of 
bitterness drives the husband frequently from the home ('you think i did 
mout too much?/ you think i did run im way?' {MP, p. 12)). The nagging 
is a product of her bitterness about the difficulties of realising her dreams 
of family life. She had envisioned her home as a 'step forward outa de 
dark/ outa de canefields uh come from', a place of domestic pastoral and 
lower middle-class gentility (tidy, clean tablecloths, scrubbed floors, a 
home to which the parson's children could come to play ludo) {MP, 
pp. 12-13). The meagre wages of her husband are not sufficient to 
provide for her dreams of home ownership and a solely domestic role: she 
is bitter that she must work to make ends meet. The husband's authority 
in her life and, through her influence, in family life, is usurped by the 
parson and the schoolteacher; ,her boy is the 'sun' she clutches to her 
bosom, her 'great light riding from the west', her dreams of western 
(European) acculturation being realised through the 'plantation' 
education to which she surrenders her son 'black hostage' {MP, pp. 23-
24). Her attraction to the parson contains an element of forbidden 
sexuality. 
Criticism of and commentary on this model is proffered in a number of 
ways: the pathos of the husband's situation (his voice being appropriately 
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silent); direct exposure of the limitations of the parson and schoolteacher 
in the descriptive voice of the visionary poet {MP, pp. 10-11, 19-24, 54); 
direct protest at the 'blasphemies' of plantation education in the angry 
voice of the visionary poet {MP, ^p . 50-51; SP, pp. 53-55). Implicit 
contrast and imagery is also used. The woman of this first model is con-
trasted with a woman who, though she may work in a shop, dreams of an 
African heritage, of 'darkmeroe water lapping at the centre of the world', 
a dream she may own in silence even if she is ' trapped in within her 
rusting canepiece plot' by the plantation {MP, pp. 38-40). The imagery 
of water in this approved dream is significant, for the central problem of 
Barbados in Mother Poem is waterlessness, water being an element associ-
ated in many mythologies with the archetypal fertile maternal woman. 
The typical Bajan folk mother has become witch and shrew, identified 
with 'black sycorax', the literary mother of the archetypal dispossessed 
colonial male: the voice of the visionary poet says she can 'give the dry rot 
meaning', her music and curses being gathered from 'the sicknesses of 
the plantation' {MP, p. 47). This first model is implicitly and tartly criti-
cised by the presentation of a pathetic realisation of the lower middle-
class capitalist dream in the home of 'the secular bourgeois family man of 
the property owning class/ not much but enough' in Sun Poem. The 
manhood of the father needs the reassurance of 'merchant bank bal/ance 
health insurance premiums' and mistresses; husband and wife are joined 
in hope of capitalist recognition accorded their sons; the home is one of 
timid and fearful middle-class 'discreet ... moderatton'; and the wife is 
fat ('black puddin'), drunken ('house-spouse souse'), and devoid of 
sexual appeal and/or sexually repressed ( 'far from the temptations of 
eve') {SP, pp. 65-68). 
The patriarchal tragic dimension of the emasculation of the Bajan male 
is invoked in a variation of this first model in the history of Adam, the 
archetypal folk boy, whose inner and speaking voices are extensively 
heard and very sympathetically presented in Sun Poem. There is a jarring 
immediate juxtaposition of a scene of playful courtship between Adam 
and his childhood sweetheart, Esse, and the scene of Adam's funeral, he 
having 'died in his testicles' (that is, I presume, of prostate cancer). Esse, 
whose thighs the adolescent Adam has thought of as a 'promised land', 
does not become the living symbol of his deliverance from captivity. 
Adam loses in his marriage his boyhood dreaming of invention and 
independence centred on 'breeding' underwater, yet another play by the 
voice of the visionary poet on breathing, through the agency of Esse, 
whose sibilant name and lisp cast her as the evil sexual temptress, and 
who, in her marriage, has become a nagging shrew. In the courtship 
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scene Esse has been slyly sexually provocative: significantly she lies in a 
tree as the snake does in representations of the fall of man in patriarchal 
Christ ian mythology/ Adam ' s fall from the grace of childhood in which 
he has been growing 'down to the darker soil of himself (SP, p. 37), 
hearing snatches of his African heritage, and using the ' language of 
beach bus and gutter/ scavenging utters that were always our own' (SP, 
p. 55) is not only a product of disruptive adult sexuality. It is also the 
fault of Bajan failure to educate children in the new world history Brath-
waite as academic historian has exposed, pioneered and developed and 
the fault of contemporary Bajan men who offer no sound heroic role 
models to their sons, heroism being constructed in the poem as rebellion 
against coloniser and plantation. The condemnatory anger of the voice of 
the visionary poet in describing these last two agencies of fall and loss is 
harsh and usually unsympathetic. In 'Cl ips ' , a section of Sun Poem the 
title of which plays on eclipse, signalling a loss of power,® the visionary 
poet looks at unheroic male role models. The sun, of course, is a symbol 
of male power and virility in many mythologies. The only unheroic male 
in 'Clips ' to excite the sympathy of the visionary poet is the folk male 
emasculated by his need for woman as mother and wife, the materialism 
of his wife and the fencing in of his childhood yard. His is the only voice 
impersonated by the visionary poet in 'Clips ' ; the impersonation high-
lights his sense of loss — of the childhood space which used to be 'ablaze 
wid de rainbow of heaven ' ; of domestic life since his materialistic wife 
went out to work leaving him at home in the evening like a 'dry stick 
stickin up lonely', an image containing sexual reference; and of the 
opportunity to be 'son/light ' , the source of energy and enlightenment in 
his son's life.^ 
The image of the rainbow is an important one in Sun Poem, the rainbow 
being in many mythologies the symbol of a bridge between earth and 
heaven. The problem of Bajan men is imaged by the voice of the 
visionary poet as their being 'sons of ear th ' , of a passive female element, 
having lost the dreaming which will restore them to their sexual political 
position in the domestic heaven as the sun. Dreaming of invention and 
independence is the rainbow bridge of sexual political hope. In the 
generalised depiction of the domestic life of unheroic Bajan men, wives 
are imagined as hard slave drivers cracking whips: 
crack: it will be dolour 
hump: it will be bread 
hah: it will be banging bell and bottle 
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sweat: it will be gristle 
blood: it will be h o o m of ashes 
tears: it will be gu i ta r s t r ings u p o n m y f a the r ' s skeletone 
Brathwaite explains in his notes that 'hoom' means ' an empty home, 
memory of h o m e ' . I n the plantation economy, too, these men are still 
enslaved 'in long rows/ in long chains/ in long queues ' ; they are ' the 
dregs of future glory' {SP, pp. 37-38). Nam and sunsum ( 'soul, origin of 
spiritual life' , ' ' passed from father to son'^) are the rainbow signs to 
Brathwaite's black audience, perhaps a reminder of the slave's recreated 
Biblical prophecy which is epigraph to and closes J a m e s Baldwin's The 
Fire Next Time: 'God gave Noah the rainbow sign, No more water, the fire 
next time.''^ In the new creation myth in Afro-Cuban folk song form 
which closes Sun Poem the light (fire) of the male ' sun/new' grows out of 
'i-/sis', the Egyptian universal mother whose crowning glory is often 
represented as a solar disc (Horus, her son). 'I-/sis' is also the sister, 
generic woman, of i, in Rastafarian thought ' the original African person-
ality ... black essence ... black Becoming and Return ing ... a sea of 
boundless (but t rapped) energy' which 'knows itself only through 
growing, discovering and mobilizing this blocked-up energy''^ and i, the 
visionary poet. The ' thril l-/dren' , a play on children, male in Sun Poem, 
come up in the new dawn towards the light of the sun out of the peril of 
water, the female element, which may entrap and drown (SP, pp. 95-97). 
In the epigraph to Sun Poem the visionary poet assents to the voice of 
Francis King asking: 'How could I, even if I chose/ Now let another 
swimmer drown?/ And how could I myself go down?''^ The bubbles of 
wondrous heroic dreaming which enable survival in the water element 
are a leitmotif in Sun Poem. 
Bajan men are criticised implicitly and explicitly by the visionary poet 
for deserting or failing to return the love of mothers of their children and 
for the violence of rape. In these instances Bajan mothers are seen, at 
least in part , as victims rather than victimisers of the men in their lives. 
In 'Woo/Dove ' , part of Mother Poem, the father of Jess has left the 
waterless and captive 'desert ' of Barbados to become a contract labourer 
in the metropolitan capitalist Canada , deserting his wife and daughter. 
With the death of a patron aunt who finances Jess ' s commercial 
education her mother lures/woos J ess, the innocent dove into cooing 
prostitution as providing an easy living. This section of the poem is 
followed by one in which the mothering earth of Barbados is described in 
terms suggesting it has been treacherously prostituted to tourist and 
commercial development and multinational companies and ravaged by 
these forces of the plantation economy. The implication of the immediate 
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juxtaposition of these aspects of prostitution is that such prostitution is a 
product of the demand of the plantation economy, male irresponsibility, 
lack of male authority resulting from desertion, and the influence of 
corrupting corrupted female authority searching for an easy living {MP, 
pp. 41-46). When a man fails to return the love of his wife she will, the 
visionary poet says in 'Cherries', 'curdle like milk ... become the mother 
of bastards'. In the course of this section of Mother Poem the visionary poet 
shifts from sentimentalisation of womanly love and devotion in its 
descriptive voice to impersonation of the rejected woman's chilling, 
angry and violent voice. The images of love she leaves at the doorstep of 
the man she no longer'needs and loathes as 'manwart, manimaV are an 
aborted, dismembered and bloodied foetus described in graphic detail 
{MP, pp. 77-81). The daughter Christofene in 'Angel/Engine' is reduced 
to mindlessly and lifelessly rocking herself in a chair, she and her future 
having fallen victim to 'one two tree wutless men' who 'impose a 
pregnant pun she' and desert her. There is pathos for Christofene and 
anger for the worthless men in the voice of the describing woman {MP, 
pp. 97-98). In 'Clips' the angry voice of the visionary poet describes an 
irresponsible father who falsely imagines himself hero, adopting Rasta 
mannerisms and speech, using his penis as a weapon of violence in rape, 
seeing his children as 'feathers in a hat-/trick or medals upon// idi amins 
chest' {SP, p. 69). 
One well-documented aspect of women's history as victim of men in 
the Caribbean on which the direct and impersonating voices of the 
visionary poet are silent is domestic violence.'^ Representation of the 
domestic violence of some folk males would, of course, render them 
unsympathetic figures: this may, in part, explain this silence of the texts. 
The visionary poet of Mother Poem and Sun Poem recognises that the Bajan 
folk boy earns his spurs in his peer group by fighting and confers heroic 
stature on revolutionary rioters, a slave rebellion leader, and the anti-
imperialist warrior, Hannibal,'^ but does not give public recognition to 
the fact that the sense of virile manhood imparted by the dispensation of 
violence in a patriarchal society may later fuel an urge for demonstration 
of sexual political power in bullying domestic violence directed at physi-
cally weaker women. The only dispenser of domestic violence in Mother 
Poem and Sun Poem is not male, but a female slave-owner, Mistress 
Jackson, who brutally beats her young slave, Ann, when she refuses an 
order to feed an already fully fed puppy. This factually based story, 
which a folk voice tells in part through impersonation of Ann's voice, is, 
Brathwaite says in his Notes to Mother Poem, part of the black West Indian 
collective unconscious. 
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The Bajan folk man may recover his sexual political power, Sun Poem 
implies, through the recovery of nam or i-ness in the inspiration proffered 
by dreams of invention and independence or by heroic resistance to 
imperial power and middle-class capitalist values. The dreams and the 
resistance take place in spheres untroubled by disruptive death-dealing 
female sexuality or in which seductive death-dealing female sexuality is 
collectively resisted by men — the spheres of childhood, warfare and 
revolution. The heroic resistance leader Bussa is inspired by a liberating 
dream of peace, involving pipe, woman and freedom of movement {SP, 
p. 59); in the context of slavery in which families were so frequendy 
separated by the plantation owner it would be churlish to describe the 
sexual political aspect of Bussa's dream as sentimentally patriarchal. 
Brathwaite as visionary poet suggests that Bajan husband and wife are 
still frequently separated by the socio-economic and seductive capitalist 
forces of the plantation economy. In a section oiMother Poem significantly 
titled 'Peace fire' a beautiful black woman decoyed and enslaved in the 
capitalist house of the merchant'^ is exposed to revolutionary folk men as 
'BABYLON T H E G R E A T M O T H E R O F H A R L O C K S A N D 
ABOMINATIONS ' , with a snake on her belly and 'her bottom plumed 
with psychadelic fire'. At this exposure the folk men ask for deliverance, 
implicitly, given the allusions to Revelation,^^ from sexual temptation, evil, 
and the power of the merchant whose trade supplies the woman's 
appetites. 
The Bajan folk woman may recover the power of nam in several ways. 
The first is through resistance to O'Grady, a Prospero figure, imparting 
to her child the life affirming spiritual resources of Afro-West Indian 
identity, the knowledge 'dat me name is me main an it am is me own an 
lion eye mane' {MP, p. 62). In Rasta thought the lion 'symbolises the 
resurgence of Ancient African vibrations, ideals and definition of self. 
The lion becomes the emblem of that concrete spiritual Force which 
expresses itself as a consciousness of the «I» or of the African self. The 
Bajan woman may also rediscover her underground resources through 
Pentecostal religions in which groundation of the gods occurs in pos-
session of the worshipping body; through articulation of slave histories 
submerged in the collective unconscious; through generation of 'ancient ' 
children; and through peaceful dreams of having given birth to suns, the 
guardian angels of the resurrection, to whom she may trust as providers 
and domestic protectors, sources of courageous inspiration which will 
return prodigal middle-class children home, and to whom she may 
entrust the secrets of herbs. 
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Brathwaite's racial sexual stereotypes and sexual archetypes and 
symbols are drawn principally from the patriarchal black American 
protest tradition,^^ and patriarchal, often imperialist, religious, mythical 
and literary traditions. Even though Brathwaite is sensitive to the suffer-
ings of women, he accepts the patriarchal values of those traditions 
largely uncritically, not challenging, for instance, the misogyny of the 
Christian tradition as it deals with female sexuality, or the limiting cul-
turally conditioned gender differentiations underlying the very notions of 
warfaring heroes, emasculation, or emasculating hard women. The voice 
of the visionary poet appr6priates the voices of women for his own sexual 
political ideological purposes, conscious or unconscious. The sexual 
political ideology revealed implicitly in Mother Poem and Sun Poem is a 
patriarchal one, offering to Bajan folk men a vision of 'explosure' and 
'implosure' which will, in restoring them to patriarchal power and 
prestige, subordinate women and deliver male children and men from 
the perceived moral authority of women. For Bajan folk women Brath-
waite's patriarchal ideology seems to offer only a sexual political variant 
of 'exposure (colonial subordination to the light)' and 'imposure (imprint 
of the rule and r u l e r . . . i n which the husband supplants the colonising 
power, patriarchal dreams replace materialistic ones, and the wife trusts 
to the uncertain quality of benevolent patronage her husband's I-ness 
offers. Obviously my own sexual political ideological sympathies are at 
variance with Brathwaite's; Brathwaite's readers, however, and especial-
ly those inspired by his prophetic vision, should be aware of the patri-
archal ideology inscribed in Mother Poem and Sun Poem. 
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Kay Saunders interviewed Caryl Phillips in London on 5 June 1986. 
In both your novels, T h e Final Passage (London: Faber and Faber, 1985) and A 
State of Independence (London: Faber and Faber, 1986) you explore the notion 
of colonialism in its destructive role in the Caribbean. Did you write each novel separ-
ately or did you envisage them as a cycle? 
They were conceived of separately because The Final Passage was a first 
novel, right? The main problem was just to write a novel. I didn't have 
any Trollope-like idea of constructing a nine novel sequence... I finished 
that novel and I didn't have any other novel in mind or any idea of what 
more I might do. About six months after having finished The Final 
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Passage, I thought of an idea for another novel. As it happens, they were 
both Hnked by the notion of coloniahsm; simply because I don't think it is 
really possible to address the Caribbean in any literary way without 
touching upon colonialism. Colonialism sustained Caribbean history for 
250 to 300 years. 
The changing of masters from Britain to the United States is depicted very clearly in 
A State of Independence. 
Well, that is something I witnessed in 1983 when St Kitts [and Nevis] 
became independent. I was there doing a programme for the BBC and I 
remember standing there when the British flag came down the pole. I was 
five yards away when the new flag of the nation went up. I just kept 
thinking to myself: 'This is nonsense because already the place is com-
pletely infused with an American colonialism; not just because you can 
pay for stuff with US dollars, but the T V , the music, the food, the cars, 
etc.' It didn't strike me that there was going to be any intervening period 
where an indigenous Caribbean cultural form of expression could 
flourish. Britain has had no interest in the Caribbean since 1834 when it 
was no longer possible to exploit free labour and the bottom fell out of the 
sugar market, and more recently since she joined the EEC. It is inevi-
table that a country the size of St Kitts and Nevis is going to be 
dependent upon colonial masters of some sort, even if one calls them 
'special relationships'. You cannot be independent if you're a country of 
35,000 people... And given the geographic proximity to America, the 
outcome was obvious. It was sad — but inevitable. 
Your novels are very historically authentic. Did you engage upon research or have you 
imaginatively reconstructed either parts^ of your own life and observations or that of 
your parents? 
First, A State of Independence is based on absolute historical veracity to the 
point of being dodgy in terms of my relationship with the government of 
the country I come from [»Si kitts\. I was there. I saw it. I witnessed the 
event. It did rain at precisely the moment when the flag was hoisted. 
Everything is almost authentic and the minister is based upon a real 
person. If I hadn't been there, I would have had to do some research. The 
Final Passage is historically rooted in the late 1950s. It came from talking 
to not just my parents but others as well. I did actually dig up a few old 
things from papers in the 50s and 60s on the Caribbean and here in 
London; so it wasn't a research job in the sense of having an idea, then 
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moulding the characters to make a novel. I had the characters and the 
people and the land and the story and I just wanted to pin it down a bit in 
history. There are facts which are important facts. Sometimes we forget 
the numbers and the hardships, the pressures that caused those people to 
migrate. 
In Beverley Bryan's The Heart of the Race [Black Women's Lives in 
Br i t a in , Virago Press, 1985] the people interviewed in London talk about very 
similar experiences that you do in T h e F ina l P a s s a g e ; even though, of course, it 
becomes far more optimistic because black women are now able to mobilise themselves 
into a political force in a way that they could not do in the 1950s. 
Well, yes. I think the role of black women in Britain is very different from 
that in the Caribbean. You'd have to ask a woman, I suppose, for an 
insider's view of this. But from my own perspective, it seems to me that 
there are curious kinds of contradictions in the Caribbean. Women seem 
to have much more of a responsible role in the family — perhaps because 
men are far more irresponsible. Women have a far more central role in 
the bringing up of children and being responsible for the running of the 
place on a day-to-day basis. But their actual access to power — political 
power, social power — is as limited as it was in pre-war Britain. Their 
role in the larger Caribbean society seems to be pretty... 
Minimal? 
Yes, minimal. They don't have any access to real power, to making 
structures in those societies. Yet, paradoxically, they seem to be more 
dominant figures in the day-to-day business of organising on a family 
level. In England, more recently, black women have been able to express 
themselves more in terms of being able to grasp the reins of their own 
destiny, and shape their lives the way they want them to be, irrespective 
of what men want — black or white. But I still can't understand why it is 
that they occupy such a dominant role in the Caribbean society on the 
one hand, but seem to be excluded, on the other hand, from things that, 
being in London, I 'd take for granted, like women in Parliament, in top 
positions in colleges and hospitals, lawyers. There are very few in the 
Caribbean. When a lot of black women in this country go back, they fmd 
it very, very difficult to come to terms with life there. They've grown to 
accept one form of being treated and relating to men in this country. 
Then in the Caribbean, irrespective of their educational attainment, 
they're just treated like shit basically by a very male, macho society. 
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Well, I thought when I was in the Caribbean that it was very much the operation of a 
nineteenth century concept of 'separate spheres' where, as you say, women are very 
dominant in the family and it seemed that men reneged on their familial responsi-
bilities. 
Totally. 
Yes, and left women to run the family often with a huge number of children — and in 
great financial difficulties. 
That ' s what I meant when I said the responsibility which women seem to 
have in the Caribbean might not be what they want, but rather it is a by-
product of the irresponsibility of some of the men. I suspect that the 
notion of women's traditional role is not because they have been given 
responsibility because men think they are so trustworthy, but because 
there is a long tradition of wilful or unwilful neglect or absence on the 
part of men. They had to perform migratory labour. But there is also 
wilful irresponsibility. 
It emerged also out of the experience of slavery when family life was unstable. 
You know that 's a familiar argument, but I really don' t buy it. Tha t was 
150 years ago. It is a convenient cop-out for a lot of blokes, 'Well, we've 
not actually owned our children.' 
And why should we start now? 
Yes. It 's very convenient. I t 's ni^e for them. It is rooted in some pseudo-
historical jargon to appear respectable. 
The campaign that the government in Jamaica is now having to promote contra-
ception is falling on very deaf ears with Jamaican men. 
Yes, I know. But that would happen anywhere. The received wisdom is: 
'Contraception is a women's problem and responsibility.' Blokes there 
think contraception is not on, full stop... ' I t ' s not natural . ' Eric Williams 
once said about the Caribbean that it was a twentieth century people 
trapped in a nineteenth century economy. Well, I often find that 
sometimes they are twentieth century people trapped in nineteenth 
century ideas. 
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That's why I said 'separate spheres' operates very strongly there. This applies to a 
theme which you can see in Walker's The Color Purple. And, in some ways, you 
suggest in The Final Passage that perhaps women's happiness may lie in women-
centred relationships rather than them worrying about all the hassles connected with 
negotiating life with men. Although you don't have a sexual relationship between 
Leila and Millie. 
No. But the only happy relationship Leila ever had was with her friend, 
Millie. I don ' t think that I would be able to take it as far as Alice Walker 
in The Color Purple. She's quite explicit because she does suggest that 
there 's a lot more satisfaction and stability in that relationship with 
women (between Shug and Celie); I ' m not really qualified to talk about 
the relationship between those two women in terms of either a sexual 
relationship or an on-going physical relationship of any kind. But I would 
suggest that for this particular woman, Leila, the man she married, 
Michael, has all those things we've just been talking about — an 
irresponsibility born of ... an aimlessness of the life which has been 
bestowed on him by colonialism. What I was trying to say by using his 
buddy Bradeth in a kind of mirror is that you don ' t have to be like that. 
One feels sorry for Michael because he 's riding around the island on his 
motorcycle aimlessly. 
He's trapped like in Joan Didion's Play It As It Lays. 
Yes, he can ' t get out. But Michael 's friend Bradeth is there to show it up. 
We meet the two of them sitting outside of a bar pissed. W e think 'A right 
pair of rogues. ' But a third of the way through the novel one of them 
grows up. Bradeth decides — yes, he has got this woman pregnant; yes, 
he is going to marry her; yes, he will change his life to accommodate his 
circumstances. H e actually ends up physically threatening Michael and 
says 'You 've got to grow up too. ' So, I mean, what I was trying to 
suggest is, that Leila's problem is not so much with men but with that 
particular man. 
You have a similar scenario in A State of Independence when you 're dealing 
with gender relations between Bertram Francis and his girlfriend, Patsy Archibald, 
and it is unclear in this novel as to whether the child she bears is Francis's. 
Well, it 's more than hinted at. T h e kid is hers really. And it is his as well. 
H e is very vague. In A State of Independence the relationship between the 
men and the women is very problematical. At the time Bertram left, 
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Patsy was much more grown up than he was. He had to go away in order 
to grow up and face his responsibiUties. She reahses very early on, 
something which is impHcit in the title: there is no such thing as a 'state of 
independence', either for the country or for them as individuals. Before 
his departure for England, Patsy says, 'Well, what about me?' He says, 
' I 've got to do this on my own,' despite the fact that he obviously loves 
her and cares for her. When we see him on his return, and he sits with 
her, it becomes apparent that she was the one who survived. She was the 
stronger of the pair. 
She's a wonderful character, particularly in the way that she tries to explain to him in 
very emotional terms what life is like there. He has to find out after many, many hard 
knocks, though to what degree he ever understands, is problematical. He understands 
it in the wider political context, but whether he understands it as a person, I don't 
know. 
Well, again you've touched upon something vital which runs through 
both novels; because I do believe that, to a certain extent, there is a 
greater maturity amongst Caribbean women than amongst the men. And 
that maturity is born of responsibility and understanding that there is no 
such thing as independence — that you are interdependent upon each 
other as families, as lovers, as friends and that you can't just shirk that 
responsibility. Women, especially when they are involved in mother-
hood, know intuitively what it means to be independent and what it 
means not to be independent; what it means to rely upon somebody; 
what it means not to rely upon somebody. And that is, if you like, a 
microcosm of the Caribbean. The whole notion of being independent in 
the Caribbean is what screwed it up for many, many years. Particularly, 
in recent Caribbean history, the notion that a land of 100,000 people can 
state: 'We are a country with our own flag, our own national anthem, 
our own way of doing things, and sod the islanders ten miles across the 
water that we see every day. ' Given that 99% of the leaders in the 
Caribbean have been men, that attitude is mirrored in the attitudes of a 
lot of men towards the family. 
As if they are-just autonomous individuals. 
That 's neither true for the islands nor for the individuals. 
Women are not usually in a position to renege on their responsibilities. 
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Exactly, especially to children who are a metaphor for the next gener-
ation. Tha t ' s why I call the kid in A State of Independence 'Livingstone' . It 
does suggest that there is a new beginning; whether that beginning is 
going to be correct or whether the island is going through another kind of 
awful exploitative rebirth is anybody's guess. But. . . the clue is the name, 
'Livingstone'. I really don ' t think they are going anywhere. 
You have Livingstone working as a gardener in a big American hotel. So his fate is 
set. 
It 's like a new colonial product really. 
In the novels of V.S. Naipaul, the family is totally enveloping. You can see the 
different aspects if you consider whether you're talking about a negro family or an 
Indian family. Trinidadian history is in itself a very different experience from other 
parts of the Caribbean. 
The first time I ever went to Trinidad, I was shocked to discover how 
many Indians were there. Roughly 50% Indians, 50% black. I 'd always 
found a certain difficulty with Naipaul 's work because in it I ' d never 
been able to recognise the Caribbean in which I lived. They are specifi-
cally Trinidadian Indians, emerging out of a different cultural tradition. 
The Indian family in Britain tends to be more of a stable structure. It 
feeds off itself and tends to be more self-reliant. In V.S. Naipaul 's work 
I 've never really recognised the splintered, messed-up, crazy relation-
ships between men and women, women and children, men and children 
and grandparents which I 'd always recognised as being specifically West 
Indian. V.S. Naipaul doesn' t feel any sense of belonging anywhere; but I 
do feel a sense of belonging there. I t ' s a responsibility for me to address 
myself to the questions that are for me more urgent. I cannot feel 
detached about the Caribbean. V.S. Naipaul is laconic about the whole 
thing. He ' s a fine writer. There ' s no reason why he shouldn't be 
detached. H e grew up there, he was schooled there. I wasn ' t . Maybe I 'm 
trying to discover what he 's trying to forget. The Caribbean has a funny 
tradition of writers who either seek to discover it or to escape from it. 
Most of its major writers in the past have left, t rading nomadic lives like 
Claude McKay or have settled in America or Europe. It provokes a very 
odd attitude in writers towards how to address it. 
I t 's very hard because I wasn ' t brought up in the Caribbean, so I 'm 
still discovering things about it. I made an effort to discover, perhaps 
more than most of my generation, because I 've been fortunate enough to 
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go back there sometimes and do things. I 've made it my business to fmd 
out about the Car ibbean. W h a t you have is somebody who left there very 
early and feels attached to the place; it 's an emotional at tachment but it 's 
more than that because it is a territory of the world that cries out to be 
written about and debated about. I . think its position, sitting there 
between Lat in America and that great brooding land of the brave above, 
its geographical proximity to both makes it fascinating. Its influences, 
European, American, African, South American, Indian, have produced 
such an explosive society, not just politically but culturally as well. But 
it 's really tricky because I don ' t think there 's anybody of my generation 
in Britain who has t rodden that path — the reverse path of having been 
brought u p here — and is now actually engaged actively in the 
Car ibbean. Most people criticise me quite a lot for not writing more 
about Britain. They say, 'Shit , the riots, how come you ' re not writing 
about Britain?' I do write about Britain, in other things I do for radio and 
television or whatever. I suppose, however, that my main concern is the 
Car ibbean. Because of the volatile na ture of the relationship between 
black people here and British society, everybody is telling me I should be 
writing about Britain. But I ' m not really feeling engaged with that. This 
creates more of a desire to fmd out more about the Caribbean. Then in 
the West Indies they ' re always saying I ' m putt ing down West Indian 
guys. Well, I don ' t think that ' s too difficult to do. 
What do they want? Travel brochures? 
Well, I think they 'd like to see, to use a well-worn expression, the West 
Indian male highlighted in a more sympathetic light. It comes back to the 
notion of responsibility and inter-dependence which is what is desper-
ately needed in the Car ibbean. This generation's political leaders in the 
Car ibbean today are like the first or second generation leaders they had 
in Africa. Basically, collaborators to some extent with the colonial 
masters. They ' r e getting what they can out of it. They want to have what 
the people who ruled before them had and they want it now. 
Those leaders are compradors. My own observations of the Caribbean were, even at 
the most personal level, that West Indian men tended to be predatory. You could 
translate this metaphor into a wider sense as well. 
There ' s an underdeveloped sense of history in the Car ibbean. In A State of 
Independence I said: ' W e ' r e too small to have a past . ' Patsy says, ' W e ' r e 
too small an island' — that att i tude of living for today and tomorrow. I t ' s 
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not good enough to conceive of history in terms o f ' Slavery and here we 
are now — Toyota ' . There ' s a whole bigger sense of development which 
is ignored and is tied up with the sense of being predatory — of stalking 
and being on the look-out for the easy opportunity. 
I 'd like to think, in conclusion, that I was a Lamming who could cling 
on to the Caribbean. He ' s not super-popular in Barbados but he's a 
survivor. He says, 'Screw it. This is where I ' m from and I'll stay here. ' 
I t 's a difficult place to keep your head above the water if you ' re in any 
way critical, and make critical observations. People there just hate self-
criticism. The critical tradition just hasn ' t developed. And because it's 
such a macho society, any condemnation of behaviour of the West Indian 
male is taken personally. I don ' t know how it will be resolved... Writers 
are notoriously scaly and headstrong, liable just to say anything. . , The 
general tone of the society is that you lose friends by simply being critical. 
Charles Huggins 
J U V E 
Night silences 
cricket choral— 
rich clickety chirps— 
on an air blending 
gently, velvety soft bats' wings 
beating in time to their squeals 
fluttering in a light 
swallowed by the dark 
sugar-apple leaves 
banana sheaths await their 
cue from coconut whisperings 
sliding along to spiny tips just 
hanging onto the up-beat. 
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still my ears look 
searching for the voice 
croppo croaks above it all 
with a spritely jump into 
his muddy puddle. Squelchy 
splash startles the silent woodslave-
waiting in the shadows 
for silly moths, killing with swift 
sticky tongue its 
tidy squeaks vanish— 
like a breath that never was. 
and cold, pale light 
that twists jaws 
turns you crazy, 
wraps its shroud around us. 
away-too faraway to tell — a 
mangy dog howls, 
ripples lapping hesitantly 
on the air, its lament 
bathes the shroud and 
peeps into my ears 
like a string band's fife, 
while cold pale light 
fills the night with shadows— 
moving, talking shadows 
weeping, shadows— 
and juju rides again. 
still my ear, 
too-long-leashed, 
strains for the voice. 
Only muffled sounds 
strong bare black feet 
dancing in clouds of earth; 
faster, closer, 
we reel, turn faster 
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reel closer 
glowing with the ground 
that heaves, scatters 
aliens who know 
only with their eyes 
ancient voices 
unknown full 
of sea-water fury 
shatter shroud and light.» 
elders chant to ancient 
rhythms flowing from 
taut skin, knurled hands and 
bare black feet muffled 
by the silent brown earth 
from atop the elderly 
mountain 
young mahoganies bathed in dew 
sway to the chants and rhythms 
that have restored the elders 
filled our ear— 
the voice filling 
our souls with 
healing melodies of pan 




hooves bare feet 
an occasional shoe, 
stretches like an engorged python 
beneath brittle shade— 
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ginep almond tamarind mahoe 
mango gamelamie— 
sliding into, through 
brown dried beds of 
thirsty ghauts 
twisting through soft walls, of 
dying long grass—as still as 
mountain doves — 
bat-blind to all but quivering 
heat burning their bleaching heads. 
retried volcanic rocks, 
black and pitted, play involuntary 
hosts to brown, yellow, speckled 
butterflies—for the n'th moment. 
Patient bottle-green mountain 
balancing wide barren gun-metal-






The mountain changes place according to the seasons. 
If I were a geographer, it would be accurately and permanently 
situated at so many degrees South and so many degrees East in the State 
of Queensland in the continent of Australia. But I'm not such a specialist 
nor can I definitely say that it's a mountain at all. 
I've heard people say that it looks like a crooked neck from one angle 
and a needle from another. There are times when I see it as a huge 
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phallus. The Aborigines probably called it Sky Dick, a long time ago, to 
accentuate its penetration in the blue yonder. 
All I know is that it moves in strange ways during the year. 
In the Spring, the whole landscape is taken over by this mountain. 
There 's nothing else, except this enormous crooked neck somebody 
broke while mountaineering. Whoever broke it must have been all 
powerful, a giant in fact, when giants walked the earth. 
I was a young giantess once, when my glands were furiously over-
working. I often accompanied a king giant whose ways were titanic. He 
named me Teutonia after I climbed the most dangerous mountain all by 
myself. He, whose ways were promethean, could not believe I was 
capable of mastering such heights. He decided to put me to the test. 
We went in the Spring when the mountain is everything. He trained 
me well beforehand: I cemented under houses, lifted stumps, tore down 
hothouses singlehanded, tore down rooves, repaired roads and built 
bridges. Whenever my muscles looked like deflating, I pushed furniture 
around and around, from one room to another. He taught me how to tie 
knots in ropes and to show him how strong my teeth were, I chewed them 
loose. There was no limit to my strength. 
The day we set out, I carried only chocolate. For energy. The giant 
brought wine to celebrate the grinding of his heel on the mountain 's 
neck. 
Leeches didn ' t stop us. They were everywhere, like the mountain, 
sucking our blood and growing bigger by the minute. The ferns almost 
drowned us. U p to our necks in bracken, the mosquitoes pushed us 
under. I lost my chocolate but the giant held the wine flask aloft till we 
safely floated on hard ground. 
H e began to doubt my ever going on the mountain alone. His jovial 
singing degenerated into mutterings that we were probably lost... It was 
pointless for me to insist we were already on the mountain , we were the 
mountain and there was no right or wrong way to turn. 
The more convinced I became of our respective positions, the more 
tentative he became. Petulantly he repeated we're lost, we ' re lost... 
I appointed myself L E A D E R . H e raised his eyebrows in disdain but 
months of body-building encouraged me to vie for supremacy and I chal-
lenged him by stating that I could save his life anytime. T h e king giant 
said it had always been his prerogative to save lives. Didn ' t he save 
countless people during the great wars? 
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I wanted to raise a toast to my leadership. He refused. 
If we drink wine, we'll be lighter... I cunningly suggested. I took a 
swig. 
With my knees considerably weakened (I had been drinking behind his 
back) I decided that we might spare the neck seeing the cracking had 
already begun. 
He stood up to the full height of the mountain and wobbled a resol-
ution to proceed. 
How the rope burnt my hands as he swung on the side of the cliff! He 
was deadweight, a big lump suspended in mid air, too frightened to make 
a move for safety. With the strength of a giantess, I pulled him up. He 
blamed me for the accident. Said I was a stupid girl. But I saved the king 
giant's life in the Spring when breaking one's neck was everything. 
In Summer, the mountain recedes to the outskirts of the city. Any city 
where people lead ordinary lives. So ordinary that they seek horizons for 
heights to climb out of their rut. 
I was nearly as tall as king giant in Summer. But "he still wouldn't 
acknowledge my equality. He had forgotten my superiority in the Spring. 
And I kept challenging him to break the neck of the mountain again. 
We often spoke of the crooked neck but he always refused to make it 
legendary. I stopped body-building and led a soft life. He liked me better 
that way. We grew very ordinary, sitting on the back landing at dusk, 
looking for mountains or even mere shadows of mountains. 
One evening I shocked him by saying the mountain wasn't a crooked 
neck at all, but an erected phallus. A Sky-High Dick. Could he, a giant, 
raise himself that high? Could I watch? 
He was disgusted and rumbled out into the night. You'd think I had 
castrated him! 
In Autumn, I found my own small mountains to climb. 
I didn't even bother to tell him where they were or what I had done. 
He missed my company. He would wait for me to come home and start 
conversations on my favourite subjects: I don't know what I would've 
done without you that day on Crooked Neck, he would say. But I 
wouldn't fall for it. Legends no longer impressed me and he wasn't a king 
giant any more. 
The mountain shrinks away in Autumn. I have to travel miles before I 
catch a mere glimpse of it. Sometimes I doubt if it is worth the effort, but 
once I get there, I realize that breaking its neck is legendary and I must 
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be legendary even though my name is no longer Teutenia. And if it ever 
was a Sky Dick, that too is legendary and I must come from a race of 
giants even though I 'm shrinking every day. 
In Winter, the mountain disappears altogether. No sign of it in the 
country, the beaches or the farms. It becomes implanted like a needle in 
my brain. A rusty needle, defying surgical removal. And it gives me 
headaches. 
The only way to see it, is to close my eyes and explore the greyness of 
my brain. It looms black North by North-West on the Frontal Lobe. It 
ranges in size from a needle, a nail or a stiletto knife and despite the rusti-
ness, it's still sharp enough to draw blood. It wounds like no other 
memory can. 
It was his gratitude that's most painful to remember. 
The needle mountain awards me with golden words, sincere thanks 
clotting the blood from other wounds. He thanked me for saving his life 
and I trembled with gratitude for him saying it. I haemorrhage anew for 
the poem he would write to honour my glory and the needle buries deeper 
when I think I could've killed him. He scratches words with a twig, 
scrambling grey matter like mountain's earth. Poetic lines about infinity. 
Only now, in Winter, I know he plagiarised. 
And the knife turns he's no longer with me and I don't care from 
whom he stole the poem. 
He talked about ideals and how the mountain was our ideal and it 
would always be a symbol of courage for him, never for me, and my 
headaches grow worse as the needle burns the morality zone of the 
Temporal Lobe. 
I 'm not a giantess any more. One grows stunted with a needle buried in 
the brain. The cells overreact and form scar tissue which, in time, 
perform strange functions. Like taking away my strength when I want to 
move furniture or feel dizzy when I climb on a table. 
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Wole Soyinka 
I N T E R V I E W 
J o h n A Stotesbury interviewed Wole Soyinka at the Second Stockholm 
Conference for Afr ican Wri ters , April 1986. 
Do you regard the primary aim or theme of your writing as political? 
I wou ldn ' t say so. I t ' s a very difficult question to answer. I look at litera-
ture, for instance, as a product of both imaginat ion and labour . All 
products are interesting. I think h u m a n beings are physically creative 
whether you ' r e creating potatoes or tomatoes in the garden, there is a 
love of watching things grow, of t rying to improve on your strain of last 
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year. If you're an architect you like to see your designs become concrete. 
If you're a painter, ditto. If you're an engineer — an aeronautical 
engineer — you sooner or later want to create the first space vehicle, or at 
least to improve the existing ones. I think there is a tendency among 
writers, there's a kind of guilt which I have never really understood, 
which suggests that you must have an aim outside of what I call the very 
ontology of literature. I t 's difficult to avoid not having it. I t ' s difficult 
because literature, the peculiar medium of literature, is actually trans-
forming a reality: the reality has to do with people, most of the time, I 
think. And therefore there is no way in which some of that reality, the 
purposes, the aims, the very raison d'etre of the existence of that reality, 
which means human relations, social relations, economic situations, the 
agonies and anguish of people can be avoided in your writing. But I 
think, having said that, I must say that in writing one also wants to create 
as beautiful a tomato as the man who is a tomato grower, at least 
something which, in addition to whatever else it does, provides some kind 
of joy merely in one's encounter with a literary product. I know, and I 
always say to my colleagues, my more burden-on-the-writer colleagues, I 
say, listen, I know that when I want to relax I put on a piece of music, I 
read some poetry, I read some novels, prose, and I take joy merely in this 
work of another human mind. So, I do write out of the sheer joy of 
shaping a new reality in this particular medium, which is my writing. But 
at the same time, because I deal with human beings, I become infinitely 
involved in attempting to articulate their problems, their fears, their 
hopes, using my trade to challenge unacceptable situations in society, 
using that art as a means in fact of heightening the humane consciousness 
of people whenever the theme is correct. In other words, there are so 
many reasons why I write. The only difficulty for me is when I have to 
ask myself— when I do ask myself— how did I commence writing. But I 
know why I continue writing. 
Do the roles of writer and teacher ever conflict? 
The only conflict is the amount of time one takes, and in fact for the last 
seven years I 've been trying to get out of teaching and I finally did it last 
year. I retired from university teaching. I 've joined the army of the un-
employed! I 've moved from the university. I 've settled in a small — or 
rather, dumped my luggage in a small town, at Abeokuta, where I 'm 
settling in the next few months. I hope to catch up with many of the 
writing projects I 've had for some time, possibly trying to raise some 
money to do a film, a proper film this time, not all these ad hoc desperate 
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patch-patch jobs I've been doing with the film medium. And just do 
whatever else I want to do in my own time, and when I get the travel bug 
and I get an invitation from Sweden, also attend a conference like this. 
The choice of language for African writers is often debated. Did you ever consider this 
to be a problem? 
No, no conflict whatever, because the language which is most in use by 
most people in Nigeria is English. It is the common language between the 
Ibos, the Efiks, the Hausa, the Yoruba, the Ibibio and about, at the last 
count at least, close to some hundred different languages within an entity 
which we are trying to call a single nation. I feel that I must speak to as 
many of them at the same time as possible. So it creates no conflict 
whatever, especially as I want to be able to speak to the Ngugi wa 
Thiong'os, the Taban lo Liyongs, the Nuruddin Farahs. We are victims 
of a peculiar, of an unnatural process which interrupted what could have 
been a process of evolution into a larger political entity.This was inter-
rupted and we were dragooned into these very artificial boundaries. I 
think we also have a duty to ensure that any means of communication 
between these artificially separated peoples should in some way at least 
be preserved. Now, that is not to say that I don't also work in my own 
language; of course I do, especially in theatre. However, I mostly write 
in English. Most of the journals are printed in English; it's the language 
of the educational system and of politics. 
On the availability in Nigeria of books: 
That is a problem, one which only began in the last few years when all the 
oil revenue was wasted and Nigeria became a single-commodity 
economy, and of course with the prices going down and with the wastage, 
the thievery, the looting of the treasury, which I think is unprecedented 
anywhere in the world. I challenge anyone to find me any nation which 
has been looted the way Nigeria has been during the last six years. And 
the result of that, of course, is that suddenly we cannot afford even 
primary objects like educational tools, books and so on. And when books 
are published outside, you cannot get them inside. Publishers within 
cannot publish as much as they would like to, because apart from a 
shortage of newsprint, tools — printing machines — cannot be repaired, 
or at least can only print maybe one book every six months instead of 
churning them out. So there have been those kinds of practical diffi-
culties. 
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Many of those local publishers are beginning to find ways round the 
difficulties. Some of them are operating again at nearly their former 
strength, but still with difficulty. And when the country pays its debts, 
booksellers outside who are holding stocks and stocks of books for us, 
which are held up at the ports because they feared they wouldn't get paid, 
might start releasing those books again. 
But we do have a problem right now in readership. In fact it's very 
frustrating in the universities. When I was teaching, each time I travelled 
I came back with loads and loads of books and set up a small depart-
mental library in which I placed the books which I had bought. But even 
that couldn't work for very long, because students unfortunately — like 
students everywhere — took some of the books and never returned them. 
So the problem of the shortage of educational material is a very serious 
one. 
On current trends in Nigerian literature: 
Oh, I think one of the most lively forms of literary activity, one which 
also operates in more than one medium, is theatre. W e have lots of tra-
velling theatre companies which produce both straightforward escapist 
stuff like adventure plays or situation comedies. But at the same time 
some of them are very politically pungent and very effective in communi-
cating real political issues, economic issues to the populace. 
You see, this is one of the reasons why — I have to confess it — I 'm 
always amused, really amused, when this anguish over literature-in-the-
service-of-the-people comes up. It's a group of conceited, self-satisfied 
and, therefore, guilt-manufacturing people who come together and create 
this anguish, a form of anguish for themselves. When I direct my plays in 
Nigeria, and especially the kind of plays which I call 'shot-gun theatre', 
my group goes to the market square, to outside the offices, outside the 
Houses of Assembly, and enacts these very hard -hitting plays on specific 
political and economic issues and then they vanish before they're 
rounded up by the police. In this way we're communicating with market-
women, with peasants, with office-workers, with the unemployed: I do 
not know who else are the people. 
But it is not just the novel which is the only form of literary activity. In 
1983 there were to be elections. I recognized, many recognized, that 
these would be desperate elections, bloody elections in which murders 
would be committed. W e knew that this was going to be a life and death 
struggle and we weren't even sure how many of us would survive the 
effort to change that particular régime, because they were desperate. 
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Realizing what was going to happen I tried to raise some money to make 
a film which would be agitprop, because films are one of the best ways of 
overcoming language barriers — you use images. I wanted to make this 
film really to stir the memory of people, to indicate what might be 
possible and therefore to whip them up ready to fight to the last and to 
destroy that régime. Of course, I couldn't raise even the small amount of 
capital I needed even though I tried in all sorts of ways. I was just sitting 
down and feeling sorry for myself^and for our cause at this time, when it 
occurred to me, why not make a record! I have used music all my life in 
these political sketches. It 's strange that until that moment, just out of 
this desperate need to do something, it had never occurred to me until 
then that I could make a record of some of these songs, the sketches, 
which we'd been doing all over the country. This is exacdy what I did. 
We made a record. We didn't get any money out of it, any money back, 
for the simple reason that we just wanted it to move among the people. 
During the struggle it was disseminated everywhere even in pulpits. It 
was quoted in newspapers and it has almost become the national anthem! 
So, literature for me is not just the novel. This record uses what we call 
pidgin English, which is accessible to everybody, plus rhythm, and 
historical references which everybody recognizes. We spoke to one 
another in a language which I 'm convinced a novel in Yoruba could not 
do on that level, could not have achieved using that particular medium. 
So language for me means nothing but communication. Language 
therefore includes many mediums; music, theatre, short, sharp pungent 
poetry, journals, mouth-to-mouth communication. 
The cartoonists, during one of the most repressive periods we had, 
became our last salvation during the Buhari and Idiagbon régime. I 
intend to find time to settle down and collect all these cartoons and do a 
small essay, a book, on them to indicate how people find a way to oppose 
oppression. This fascistic couple introduced Decree No. 4 under which it 
was not in order to write the truth. If what you wrote could in any way be 
calculated to bring disrepute or mock the régime or any official you were 
imprisoned.. Two journalists were jailed under this decree and threats 
were made to close down newspapers and so on. It was at this time that 
the cartoonists suddenly moved to the forefront of this communication 
struggle and became most eloquent. 
I am totally baffled and, quite frankly, bored, bored, B-O-R-E-D by 
the anguish that is often expressed over this language issue and the 
assertion that if you write in English you are not writing for Africans. 
That ' s rubbish! They know it's not true! Why do they say it? I peruse the 
pages of the newspapers every day and read the responses which come 
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from things which I, Kole Omotoso and others write in the pages of the 
newspapers. You meet people in the streets who will say, 'What you 
wrote yesterday, please keep it up. ' That kind of thing. I receive the 
same comment from the ordinary taxi driver. These people know English 
so what are these other people talking about? Which country are they 
talking about and what people are they talking about? 
For me it's academic, it's a non-exisTent question. If in the process I 
write a novel which fmds a readership in Britain, Germany, Sweden, 
Russia I 'm pleased. I get letters from people from all sorts of walks of life, 
who've read some book of mine in translation, from Japan, from Greece, 
from Rumania. I receive translations of my work in Arabic, — I can't 
read Arabic —Japanese texts sent to me — I can't read a damn thing! — 
Russian texts sent to me — I can't read it, but why pretend that I 'm not 
also happy that I 'm reaching these people! When Ake was published I 
received a letter from an eighty-seven-year-old man.He said, 'As I move 
near the end of my life I begin to think of all the people who've given me 
enormous joy, pleasure, some of them I've never met, just reading about 
them, reading their works (and so on), and I want to tell you you're one 
of those who've touched me in this way.' I got this letter out of the blue. 
Are you saying that doesn't enlarge me as a human being, that doesn't 
even make me stronger within the fight, the struggle in my own com-
munity? This eighty-seven-year-old man, on the threshold of death, takes 
up his pen from a totally remote country and writes like that! Let's not 
pretend among ourselves — of course it gives me joy and I think it also 
strengthens me as a member of my own immediate community. . 
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D E R E K W R I G H T 
Ritual and Reality in the Novels 
of Wole Soyinka, Gabriel Okara 
and Kofi Awoonor 
The tendency to invest characters with ritual identities in the work of a 
minority of West African poet-novelists has led at least one critic to 
mistake the ritualistic for the real, the figurative for the factual. Richard 
Priebe writes of Armah's first novel: 'That we never see how regen-
eration is effected is not important to the integrity of the work, for the 
tacit assumption of society, and by extension the artist, is that the ritual 
process enacted by the hero is the only way society can be rejuvenated.' ' 
Ritual, by virtue of its very existence, is assumed to have magical power 
and efficacy: in the absence of any visible sign of regeneration, it is 
deemed to have been accomplished invisibly by ritual. 'Can ' t you 
bastards ever tell the difference between ritual and reality?' protests 
Tiresias when the merely 'symbolic flogging' goes too far in the perverted 
carrier-rite of Soyinka's Bacchae.^ Clearly, the overseers of the rite are not 
alone in their confusion. All three of the writers dealt with here make use 
of the particular figure of the carrier as ritual metaphor or motif and the 
precise relationship between ritual and reality is different in each case. 
Kofi Awoonor has referred to the 'theme of the priest, the carrier, the 
man who bears his burden of the terrible truth' in his novel This Earth, 
My Brother...^ His city lawyer is 'like a priest, in the traditional African 
sense, taking upon himself all the burdens of his people' Awoonor thus 
appears to conflate the year-carrier, who purifies the community by 
carrying out into the wilderness or to water the burden of the dying year's 
sins and subsequent misfortunes in the form of a miniature wooden 
boat,^ and the priestly shrine-carriers of religious festivals such as the Apo 
and Afhaye.^ In Soyinka's work this ritual figure, who introjects the 
social consciousness and suffers on its behalf, and whose power to heal 
society's sicknesses depends paradoxically upon his estrangement from 
it, emboldens the idea of selfless individual sacrifice by outsiders. 
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Communa l salvation is placed with a solitary sacrificial heroism. 
Soyinka, who is much given to anticipating himself in his work, wrestles 
in his prison-diary The Man Died with the facile temptation to cast himself 
in the role of artist-carrier and feed himself the false consolations of the 
fated sacrificial victim. Against this idea, a remorseless pragmatism 
reminds him that his death will not be socially beneficial or otherwise 
morally meaningful but futile because it will not challenge but only 
further the interests of the corrupt military regime. T h e 'poetic snare of 
tragic loftiness' diverts constructive energies into martyred egoism: 
'history is too full of failed prometheans bathing their wounded spirits in 
the tragic stream. ' Tragedy is seen as merely retrieving h u m a n unhappi-
ness, subsuming and 'justifying it in the form of necessity, wisdom or 
p u r i f i c a t i o n W a t c h i n g the corpses float past the Shage D a m in Season of 
Anomy, Ofeyi battles with less success against the consoling fiction that 
the slaughtered men of Aiyero are really carriers of the nation's con-
science, scapegoats for its guilt, or regenerative sacrificial offerings whose 
destruction will ' tear up earth and throw it back in stronger, fructifying 
forms' . Ofeyi unearths 'repose' from wreck: 
There was the marvel, although the bodies were swelled and the faces decomposed 
there hung about the scene a feeling of great repose. Perhaps the shroud of miasma 
dulled all sense of horror, or the abnormal stillness of giant machinery made it all a 
dream, a waxwork display of shapes, inflated rubber forms on rafts in motionless 
water, perhaps it all seemed part of the churned up earth, part of the clay and humus 
matrix from which steel hands would later mould new living forms. 
I am lying to myself again he said, seeking barren consolation. 
...It was becoming a habit, running lines in his head to stop the negative flow of 
implications from stark reality.^ 
Constructive anger threatens constantly to dissolve into self-deluding 
fatalism or indolent justification. It is perhaps one of the novel's weak-
nesses that, after Aiyero's defiance of the Cartel has caused the massacre 
of its sons, the political campaign is abandoned for the symbolic quest 
and rescue of Iriyise, who is finally carried from the nerve-centre of the 
regime's infected system. Ritual forms, which in The Bacchae are re-
fashioned to root out the source of the rot, become obscure diversions 
which let the Cartel go free. Pa Ahimè negatively ritualises the trek back 
to Aiyero as a form of purification: 'For me this is a cleansing act. It will 
purify our present polluted humani ty and cure our survivors of the 
dangers of self-pity' (p. 218). Even the Dentist is, unconvincingly, made 
to agree on the point of Iriyise's superior value as symbolic figure-head 
and standard-bearer and on the ascendancy of the ritual 'meaning of the 
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event ' (p. 218) over the event itself. Political action is dissipated into 
ritual action and the novel effectively sides with Ofeyi 's lone sacrificial 
quietism against Demakin ' s committed activism, thus upholding the 
value of the special individual 's merely intellectual assumption and 
moral absorption of the burden of suffering. In Season of Anomy and The 
Man Died the carrier-consciousness is joined to the scapegoat-syndrome: 
the ' terrible t ruth ' borne is the ultimately futile genocidal sacrifice of 
ethnic groups by military despots at fake altars of national unity, in which 
the carrier-hero's own death may be involved. In The Bacchae Tiresias 
informs Dionysos that his death at the cleansing-rites would be no great 
matter because he would 'pass into the universal energy of renewal ... 
like some heroes or gods I could name'."^ Behind the prophet 's arch 
glibness lies a precariously held, desperately embattled faith which 
Soyinka infuses into many of the ritual properties in his work: a continu-
ing faith in sacrificial death and rebirth. 
Soyinka had earlier employed the artist-carrier motif in a capacity 
more active than contemplative, marginally in the carver Demoke in A 
Dance of the Forests and more centrally in Sekoni, the sculptor-engineer of 
The Interpreters whose personal symbols, fitting for the carrier who 
straddles the old and new years, are the 'dome of continuity' and the 
bridge which 'also faces backwards'.^' Sekoni, the only one of the 
returning ' interpreters ' who does not take refuge from contemporary 
Nigerian corruption in satiric egoism, is another of Soyinka's strong 
breed, one of the spiritually elect who is idealistically dedicated to the 
service of his society. Sekoni takes on single-handed the whole corrupt 
structure of State industry, foreign adviser and local Chiefs and is finally 
weighed down and mentally broken by the burden of its injustice and 
fraudulent wastage of talent. Already a religious and social outcast, 
Sekoni, like his ritual prototype, is banished to the wilderness (of Ijioha) 
where, in the course of his psychological derangement, the regenerative 
and innovative energies of the power-station engineer which the corrupt 
authorities refuse to unleash upon a thirsting community pass into the 
artist 's powers of cathartic release: the 'balance of strangulation before 
release''^ in Sekoni's sculpture catches faithfully the liberation of his stut-
tering inarticulate energy. Sekoni dies soon afterwards in a car crash, a 
victim of the technological incompetence he has tried to remedy, and his 
death, dur ing the cleansing period of flood rains and high tides, is 
presented unmistakably as a sacrificial offering. But his own redemptive 
and purificatory release through art is not extended, through the medium 
of his death, to his unchanging society and fellow-interpreters. 
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The 'dome of continuity' which artificially holds together the 
composite personality of the interpreter-group shatters at Sekoni's death: 
instead of bringing the members together in a cleansing solidarity of 
grief, it isolates them further in fragmented, locked-in egoisms. Sekoni 
serves as an ironic carrier, a negative catalyst who indexes the character 
of each as they betray their inadequacies in response to him and his 
memory. In the second half of the novel his mantle is posthumously taken 
up by two other stranger-figures. Firstly, there is the albino Lazarus: his 
crisis of mystical derangement and resurrection appears to grow, along 
with the strange religious sect of his island community, out of Sekoni's 
death as if by some mysterious re-incarnative process. Secondly, there is 
the parallel outcast and eternally running fugitive Noah, whose abuse by 
each of the interpreters similarly indexes their callous indifference and 
whose scapegoated death at the altar of their monstrous egoisms (linked 
with the slaughtered goat at Sekoni's posthumous exhibition) leaves them 
unredeemed. Interested only in the ' interpretation' which can be put 
upon them, but ignorant of their own collective guilt borne by the deaths, 
the interpreters — apart from Bandele — squander both sacrifices and 
return to a cheap satire that fails to challenge penetratively the surround-
ing social malaise. The carrier 's ironic question-mark remains hanging 
over Sekoni and his spiritual successors, pondering the lone figure's 
magical god-like power to release and transform a society which chooses 
not to avail itself of that power. 
For an example of ritual form which is invested with re-charging and 
revolutionary energies in a manner which does not merely contain and 
sublimate them in relief-actions, one must turn to Soyinka's version of 
Euripides' Bacchae. Closing the gap entirely between 'rituaJ' and 
'reality' , his adaptation asks whether societies benefit f rom any kind of 
substitutive individual sacrifice other than that in which the ritual form is 
strategically redirected at the actual source of infection, the very kernel of 
pollution, after the fashion of the Dentist 's 'selective assassination' policy 
as outlined in Season of Anomy. In The Bacchae a rite used solely as an 
instrument of oppression is in turn mobilised by slaves, who both use and 
are used by the revolutionary god Dionysos, into an instrument of 
resurrection. Soyinka's post-internment writings continue to explore 
what he has referred to, in his interview discussion of carriers and scape-
goats, as the area of 'blurred transition between ... the Christ-like figure 
of self-sacrifice and the successful revolutionary'. '^ Mistrusting the trans-
position of terminologies which immediately turns the failed revol-
utionary into a tragic hero, Soyinka's new political consciousness com-
presses both into the single unitary concept of the sacrificial revol-
68 
utionary, the messianic carrier: 'inherent in all struggle on behalf of 
society is always the element of self-sacrifice.''^ 
In Gabriel Okara 's experimental novel The Voice the carrier figures 
mainly in his temporal function. The heavily-patterned ritualistic 
language of this work is frequently stiffened by Ijaw formalities of apoca-
lyptic statement — 'the world has turned''^ — and idioms suggesting the 
hoarding of time: to live years is to 'kill' them and the past is carried 
around in 'dead years' (p. 59). But the hero Okolo — literally 'the voice' 
but also, by association, the priest of Oko, the god who presides over the 
Ijaw carrier-rite of the Amagba'^ — also introjects the community's 
spiritual ills in the form of the accumulated accusations and insults 
which, in the symbolism of the rite, it 'puts on his head' (p. 65). In 
Izongo's society his dreaded touch, deriving from his ritual taboo status, 
is hysterically transfigured by a collective neurosis into sexual molesta-
tion, and this society's perverted values effectively fashion what is a 
carrier-rite in reverse. It is a relic of the traditional past, used now to 
celebrate an escape from that past by a new order given over to a 
deadening materialism. The tradition survives in a vestigial and mocking 
form, and exists only to annul tradition. Adrian Roscoe has observed that 
Okolo, the plain-speaking voice, and Tuere, the compassionate witch, 
are twin symbols of an idealised traditional past which is now declared an 
outcast and set afloat on the w a t e r . U n l i k e Awoonor's Amamu, they 
carry away not a century of accumulated evil but a heritage of wholesome 
values, and in a rite of passage in which they are the objects, not the 
agents, of expulsion. In the place of the symbolic canoe borne on the 
carrier's head and containing the lethal, pollutive burden of past evil, a 
real canoe is used to carry the bound couple to their doom and the sea, in 
which life will be regenerated, is replaced by a whirlpool, into which the 
values of the past are terminally drawn. The novel's last words consign 
them to total oblivion: 'And the water rolled over the top and the river 
flowed smoothly over it as if nothing had happened' (p. 127). Ukule's 
last words to Okolo — 'Your spoken words will not die' — suggest, 
however, that the days of Izongo's order are numbered and Okolo clings 
to his revolutionary ardour to the end: 'If the masses haven't got it, he 
will create it in their insides. He will plant it, make it grow in spite of 
Izongo's destroying words' (p. 90). 
In Kofi Awoonor's This Earth, My Brother^ the ritual ambiguity takes 
the form of a double time-mode. The prose chapters impel Amamu 
forward through the vignettes of a representative colonial childhood and 
youth, during which the colonial legacy is accumulated and stored in 
what serves in the novel as both personal and collective subconscious, 
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awaiting a ritual unburdening. But the poetic interludes, in contra-
distinction to this linear movement, carry Amamu back to a visionary 
rediscovery of his lost childhood cousin Dede, who, at a deeper level of 
the unconscious, is identified with a pre-European African mythology 
still awaiting retrieval. In this incorporation of westernised linear 
advancement into a pattern of circular return, Gerald Moore has 
discerned both the general fate of the returning African been-to and the 
specific ritual one of the carrier figure.'^ 
This pattern is complicated, however, by other strands running across 
it. The cycle of return to the 'second self of the reborn childhood is tied 
to a parallel eschatological cycle, since the visionary liberation achieved 
by assuming the 'body' of Dede's death can be purchased only by 
Amamu's own passage through madness and bodily death: this death is a 
process through which Amamu is reborn into the spirit world from which 
he comes into Deme in the first chapter. The two worlds are conceived 
spatially, as areas of existence rather than phases of time, and Amamu 
acquires not only the identity of the purgative carrier, who releases the 
immediate past, but also that of the bridger of transitional gulfs between 
the worlds of the living, the ancestors and the unborn, and the historical 
link between the corrupt modern state and the reservoir of lost myths and 
faiths (the mermaid. Mammy Water). Nevertheless, the links in the 
novel between the eschatological rebirth and the vision of social regen-
eration aligned with the carrier-motif are often tenuously theoretical. 
A more crucial link is between Amamu's annulment of his personal 
history in 're-assuming' Dede's death and the bearing away of the 
community's historical burden upon which the pattern of personal return 
is super-imposed. Dede's death from malnutrition in 1944 marks the 
centenary of colonial incursions into Ghana and is seen as the culmi-
nation of a century of material theft and pillage which brutally curtailed a 
pre-colonial African innocence. Independent Ghana struggles to rebirth 
after a long and violent colonial gestation: 'Woman, behold thy son; son, 
behold thy mother. She begat thee from her womb after a pregnancy of a 
hundred and thirteen years' (p. 28). The lawyer Amamu — an unlikely 
choice, perhaps — is cast in counterposition in the metaphoric role of 
carrier, appointed to bear away the past century of colonial ills. The 
expulsion of dying years inevitably invests the carrier-motif with mil-
lenarian or Utopian associations, coloured as the ritual is by the New 
Year's traditional mood of revaluation, its redefinition of roles and its 
potential for long-term historical retrospection which may be the 
prologue to permanent change. Thus the motif may imply a return to 
innocence or some messianic political regeneration. 'Let us return to the 
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magic hour of our birth for which we mourn , ' cries A m a m u , who identi-
fies the dead cousin of his childhood with the retrievable world of a 
beautiful and sinless pre-colonial Africa. T h e antiquity of Ghana ' s 
suffering and the forebodings of impending apocalypse are fmely caught 
in the description of Yaro, the houseboy from the Nima dunghill for 
whom the lawyer 's aid is too little and too late: ' H e suddenly looked old; 
he wore for the first t ime an indeterminable age, an oldness that was not 
t ime's , an agedness of hills and rivers ... a final weariness that defied all 
description. . . . It had to do with a doom, a catastrophe, a total collapse of 
all things' (pp. 175-6). It is A m a m u ' s task to roll back the years on this 
unpurged misery: ' T h e centuries and the years of pain of which he was 
the inheritor, and the woes for which he was singled out to be carrier and 
sacrifice, were being rolled away' (p. 179). 
If the novel leaves an impression of unrealised purposes, it has to do 
with the handl ing of the themes of communal deliverance and rejuve-
native annulment , in the work of Awoonor and Armah, at the mythical 
level and as ritual motifs, as distinct f rom the realistic dramatisation of an 
actual rite. There is, for example, in Soyinka's play The Strong Breed, a 
fate-like coincidence of the re turning prodigal 's re-acceptance of a 
repudiated personal past with the recovery of long-forsaken communal 
responsibilities and the power to annul the communi ty ' s time. But this 
correspondence, smoothly executed by Soyinka, acquires only a 
mystique of meaning in Awoonor 's symbolic, allegorical t reatment of the 
subject. A m a m u ' s completion of a religious cycle through death achieves 
a personal communion with his lost lover but has little meaning as a 
communion rite which restores some collective loss: at the realistic level, 
he does not invest his death in the renewed life of society but seems to 
waste it. His personal 'assumption ' of Dede 's death and a parallel substi-
tution of himself as communal carrier are given only the thinnest alle-
gorical connections. The limited estrangement which is one of the condi-
tions of carrier-status is not, in Awoonor 's novel, that of the foreigner 
(like Eman) or that of the ontological outsider (Armah 's man) . A m a m u is 
more deliberately aware of the ritual aspect of his estrangement than the 
man , who remains a stranger to the role itself, but his aloofness, unlike 
that of the classless man , derives largely from his elitist social status. W e 
do see him, carrier-fashion, assuming the anguish of the drudge-barman 
at the club and the long-standing traffic-policeman, and, as lawyer, 
carrying on his conscience the unprosecuted crimes and unexpiated guilt 
of his society, but we also see him profiting from the crime and corruption 
which ' pu t a good deal of money in his purse ' (p. 23). H e is a doubtful 
saviour: 'A lawyer is next to God. H e is the one who gets you out of 
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trouble; he is the one who puts you into trouble' (p. 159). A m a m u ' s 
'magical powers' constitute little more than the corrupt influence — 
witness the scenes with customs and traffic officers — which it is his task 
as ritual purifier to purge, and they come too late to save Ibrahim and, by 
implication, the 'captive people' of Nima. Amamu ' s moral gestures of 
ritualistic identification with the poor and downtrodden, much like the 
paranoid compassion of Armah ' s man, and his desire for self-sacrifice to 
expiate his own complicity with the sell-out to neo-colonial values, 
seem genuine enough. But they are inconsistent with his professional 
behaviour and his very real and ignorant distance from the people who, 
at the ritual level, he comes to save. 
Awoonor's novel — like Armah ' s Fragments, perhaps — suffers from its 
miscasting of the alienated intellectual as carrier and its association of the 
carrier-consciousness with the artistic sensibility. This confusion can be 
traced to the author 's essays and interview statements: 
Living outside Africa, removed from first-hand experience, imposes a certain 
burden of sorrow on my work. I cannot escape it, but I know too, that it sharpens my 
articulation in many ways.... All artists, all creative people are displaced persons by 
virtue of the burden of suffering they carry. This burden enables Amamu to stand 
aside and make a clear statement about his society.^^ 
When I finally decided to use this theme of the priest, the carrier, the man who bears 
his burden of the terrible truth, I decided it was very easy for me to go into traditio-
nal society, to take a person from that society, to be able to do the sort of thing Okara 
did. But rather I would choose a man who, by his upbringing and by his education, 
exists almost totally outside this world and its outlook. The lawyer, the sophisticated 
international man ... is the one who is very much in need of this journey, in terms of 
the future and what the whole of Africa will become. He is the representative of the 
future ... and we will all be like the lawyer in some basic general sense. 
Following Soyinka's earlier directions, Awoonor has exploited the 
carrier 's limited estrangement to recast him in the role of expatriated and 
alienated artist, whose absence from the community sharpens his moral 
awareness and brings a fresh energy and objectivity to his role but whose 
saving mission stops short at contemplation of its sufferings and is not 
translated into action. H e merely takes over the moral and intellectual 
burden, the maddening weight of conciousness of the evil legacies left by 
Africa's past, but fails to fulfil some necessary personal ' journey ' that 
smooths Africa's path into a future which daily becomes more and more 
like his own. 
Awoonor's various oracular remarks on A m a m u imply mystical 
identifications between personal and communal redemptions and linear 
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and circular patterns of progress. Amamu is 'liminal yet central' and 
'strives towards the ultimate harmonic order'. In death he achieves 'a 
personal, individual redemption' but his journey takes place on both 'a 
very realistic level' and 'at the mythical level'. 'It is also a journey into 
himself, into the society — into the very entrails of his society in order to 
turn from it, as it were. It may be lonely and anguished, but it is achieved 
and fulfilled'.^^ But Awoonor's priestly conception of the carrier as 
special and set apart imposes severe limits on this fulfilment: 'He runs 
himself into a state of trance and then, in the clear-eyed singular 
moment, the god of sense descends and communion takes p l a c e . W h a t 
is envisaged here is supernatural communion between individual and 
deity or ancestral spirit, which Amamu achieves only in death and which 
refers only marginally to the ritual religious impetus given to the social 
communion of carrier and community. Soyinka's verdict on Okolo holds 
good for Awoonor's carrier, as for his own: 'His will to motion can hardly 
be calculated in terms of his effect on the community ... the catalytic 
effect of his quest on the external world is more expected than fulfilled. 
Doubtless, the implicit protest in the harrowing journey through the 
Nima slums partly divests the novel of the complacent and fatalistic resig-
nation which often attends cyclic structures. The latter episode is suffi-
ciently disturbing to infuse into the narrative a militancy which works 
against, and not through (as it does in Soyinka) the ritual pattern. Never-
theless, Amamu's death appears more suicidal than sacrificial, more 
narcissistic than altruistic. It remains a personal, not a public event and 
one in which ritual mystique has priority over social reality. 
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OLATUBOSUN OGUNSANWO 
Awoonor'S This Earthy 
My Brother. A Personal Memoir 
This Earth, My Brother (1971)' can be described as a dramatized auto-
biography. We can also assume from the narrative itself that the world of 
the novel is, for the author, decadent. Awoonor's indignation at the 
'moral decay of the nation' (p. 116/ is unmistakable in the closely-knit, 
densely allusive method of the novel. But this essay is not concerned with 
the details of the novel's autobiographical feature or social criticism perse. 
Aesthetically Amamu, for instance, has to be seen, if only for his 
narrative role as a protagonist-narrator, not as 'homo sapiens' but as 
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'homo fictus' whose principal function is to complete a structural or 
verbal pattern. It is possible to say that Awoonor is in this novel as man 
and artist concerned to master his personal emotions, allow the artist to 
be stronger than the man, and create a critical distance between author 
and fictional character. Hence, this essay is solely concerned with This 
Earth, My Brother as an artistic creation, a structural or verbal pattern, 
which is far more than a subjective dramatization, or even a satiric ex-
position. 
This Earth, My Brother is a personal memoir both in content and in 
form. It consists mostly of Amamu's personal recollections and reflec-
tions, narrated in the main by Amamu himself. And the novel is a-
chronological in order to throw into relief those moments of his 
heightened sensibility. The other main narrative mode in the novel is the 
third-person omniscient narration which functions essentially as an 
authorial commentary on the apparently subjective first-person narra-
tion. Thus, the narrative technique of the novel belongs, in sum, in the 
personal memoir, the 'narrative or epic'. And the aesthetic value of the 
novel is impelled by aesthetic scruple rather than by any didactic zeal; 
and by this organizing principle the novel achieves an organic unity 
which maintains balance, proportion and composure against the charac-
teristic diffuseness and uncritical subjectivity of the first-person narra-
tive. This essay will concentrate exclusively on this text so as to show as 
much as possible how its narrative structure intriguingly objectifies and 
realizes its material. 
As a narrative technique, the personal memoir is first concerned to 
define unmistakably the central theme of the novel: Amamu's self-
alienation especially in his society, during which time he is shown 
groping for self-understanding. The originating impulse of the narrative 
is to 'return to the magic hour of our birth for which we mourn' (p. 29). 
And the narrative impulse is to discover why and how to achieve the 
return. It is all a joint impulse — urgent, irrepressible and enervating to 
Amamu; and the course of the narrative, which constitutes the search, is 
apparently disordered, non-sequential, opposed to 'epic regularity' as the 
narrative emanates from Amamu's upset mind, the centre of conscious-
ness. Coming back home from abroad as a lawyer by profession, Amamu 
feels moral disgust at his people and the entire social situation: 'Aren't 
we all dreaming of our native land in this great city ... Aren't we all, my 
brother?' (p. 135), he notes introspectively. He develops inner conflict 
and an acute sense of self-alienation. He withdraws unceasingly to live 
inwardly, pondering over all experiences he can possibly remember right 
from his childhood in order to discover how they bear on his present 
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unease. It is important to note that the dissatisfaction is dramatized 
mostly in and through his mind and the method shows the turmoil and 
the search for solution to be inmost and private: 'I am able by my own 
strength to renounce everything, and then to fmd peace and repose in 
pain' (p. 29). It is therefore possible to say that the main concern of the 
novel is to illuminate the protagonist's intense personal feelings about the 
social situation and his mental and emotional separateness within the 
society. In his own meditative account of his people's view of him in the 
very first few lines of the novel, it is his own apartness that is noted: 
So they said, this is it. I know them all. They are pretending not to be looking at me; 
casting furtive glances, and withdrawing their eyes like hawks that give not to their 
offspring, averting their eyes. As if I wanted something off their backs. They knew. I 
didn't ask them for anything. When I say it, then they become gentle and they 
pretend. Show him sympathy. He is a well-educated man, they say. He comes from 
a great family. He went to England, read books big fat books of wisdom. I planted 
the tree of wisdom, (p. 1) 
The oblique view is to stress right from the prelude Amamu's own con-
sciousness of his own position in his society and his own personal sensi-
bility. He is aware that his education is the 'tree of wisdom' that makes 
him penetrate his people and the social situation. In the mock-heroic vein 
characteristic of the entire novel, 'the tree of wisdom' apparently alludes 
to the prelapsarian Garden of Eden, just as his affairs with his prostitute 
mistress Adisa, his only serious intimacy presented directly to us, recalls 
the Biblical Hosea's marriage with the prostitute Gomer on God's 
instructions. Presumably, God wanted Hosea to discover through 
practical experience the nature of His own (God's) spiritual alienation 
from the decadent children of Abraham. But, ironically, Amamu is 
unaware that 'the tree of wisdom' triggers off his sense of dissatisfaction 
causing his mental and emotional isolation, and the real danger to 
himself from his own sensibility. The narrative concern is, at bottom, to 
discover this danger for us, if not for him. 
Amamu is convinced that a re-discovery of their fallen gods will be 
highly instructive to the entire nation, while his own private re-view of his 
sexual relationship may intensely illuminate his present dissatisfaction: 
My search for a repose in pain is not an act of faith. It is an act of worship for fallen 
gods, gods burned out by colonial district commissioners armed with a governor's 
order-in-council... 
The self-illumination that comes of the losing of senses in a twilight field of new 
sensations and new physical dimension will provide the avenue of fmal immersion, 
of the incessant and immutable necessity to be aware of our strength, (pp. 29-30) 
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His irrepressible longing for the sea in search of his personal mermaid in 
the person of his cousin Dede, dead twelve years before, in order to 
discover his true self is illustrative of the national need to re-view their 
pantheon of native gods in order to discover their true national identity 
and the root-cause of the present social malaise. 
However, the intensity and intimacy of the feelings make them 
remarkably personal. The main theme of the novel can be described as 
Amamu's self-alienation while the narrative subject is in actuality 
Amamu's perceptive awareness. It is important to realize that Amamu is 
very individual, a-typical. He is endowed with a sensibility that is scru-
tinizing, discriminating and distancing. Throughout the novel, Amamu 
is presented as set apart from the morally insensitive world basically by 
his pensive probing of practically everything: 
Conversation flowed on. Amamu was leafing through a book he was holding. He 
had suddenly withdrawn from the discussion. His firiends and the other club 
members were aware of his habit of sudden withdrawal". And they said he was a 
queer man. He also had a habit of introducing such outlandish topics as philosophy 
and theosophy... Whenever he launched into these learned monologues, his friends 
listened with a shy deference, and admired his learning, but said to themselves: The 
man is mad. He would go on and on. Suddenly he would realize that no one said 
anything, no one interrupted. So he would become silent, withdrawal was his 
immediate refuge. Then he would gaze away to sea, his mind wandering away, 
(p. 25) 
Undoubtedly, Amamu is always concerned with the inner essence of his 
experiences, but this mental attitude amounts to his separateness, 
actually his 'immediate refuge'. Thus, the novelist Awoonor has to 
discover this unusualness with all its meaning to us, if not to the man 
Amamu. 
The solution Amamu contemplates as being meaningful and satisfying 
is to 'Despair and die' (p. 116). The main objective of this search is to 
achieve a spiritual union with 'my mermaid' who once came to him 
'from the sea' when he was a child. However allegorical this quest may 
be, it has a romantic colour and form which intensify its individuality. 
Again, the deliberation as well as its materialization is basically nostalgic 
and visionary. Awoonor has to adopt a technique that will avoid sheer 
romantic introspection, separate the protagonist-narrator from the 
subject of the narrative as much as possible, and realistically evaluate 
Amamu's search and deliberation for what they are. In this way the 
emotion can be mastered, and the novel can realize the full implications 
of the subject and the possible breadth of aesthetic meaning and 
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response, while the truths of individual observation are reconciled with 
the veracity of the external realities. The diverse experiences outside 
Amamu ' s own immediate modes of thinking and individual feeling are 
therefore realized by means of the third-person omniscient style of narra-
tion. Also, to lay before the reader the full nature of A m a m u ' s outraged 
sensibility and mental alienation, Awoonor gives his material a broad 
scope in space and time. H e lets the memories cut across as many nations 
as Amamu has ever been to and many stages of his life. And to manage 
the rank and extensive flood of associative memories and maintain 
balance and proportion, he must fmd means of narration which can 
encompass and explore them for their significance. 
The personal memoir is in this novel all-encompassing. It is here a 
highly self-conscious narrative method that defines the quality of the 
protagonist-narrator 's experience, and then evaluates it. What has 
happened to Amamu is that everywhere he is, morally, man apart , man 
alone. And by the end of the novel the apartness is completed when he 
drowns himself in the sea in his belief in a spiritual re-union with his 
childhood mermaid. In form, the novel keeps fundamentally to the 
personal memoir. A large number of the important events and characters 
become important to the reader through A m a m u ' s recollections and 
reflections. The first-person narration is basically concerned with his 
inner life and moral perception: not for self-justification but primarily for 
self-knowledge. A notable feature of this first-person account throughout 
the novel is its backward movement. Memories are by their nature 
recollective; but the narrative urge here is not to vindicate himself but to 
discover the links of the disordered events for the root-cause of the social 
and personal unease. Moreover, the narrative action begins at a climactic 
point when the only meaningful step is to retrace, as in Dante ' s Inferno 
quoted on page 92 of the novel: 'As my sight went lower on them, each 
seemed to be strangely twisted between the chin and the beginning of the 
chest, for the face was turned towards the loins and they had to come 
backwards since SEEING F O R W A R D WAS D E N I E D T H E M ' 
(Dante 's Inferno, Canto X X ) . Thus , the narrative technique seeks first to 
define the main theme. 
Throughout , the fragmented first-person account brims with intensely 
personal experiences: 
Remember the pinewood summers, blue mist descending over the city of Malmo 
when I stayed with Ernest and his Danish landlord plus his girl Eva of fictitious 
blonde beauty and the manner of arctic winters. Now the fire exit of lovers' passion 
is the path through a woman's legs to stare at the moon slanted taking a pee over the 
ocean... 
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My brother and I we used to search throught he sacred grove of Sofe among 
shrines of where carvers of deities from Abomey, where the thousand gods lived, cut 
out gods for hidden shrines among tall boababs... 
There was Tanya who lived off Leninski Prospect. We met at a party in the brief 
sojourn in Moscow when we roamed dialectical materialist streets to the tune of 
'Moskva Viechera' and spoke Russian phrases of I love you, I will love you till 
communism engulfs the whole world, till imperialism is dead, till the capitalist 
hyenas boil in their own blood, till Africa returns to her own... 
Stones, oil lamps, rings, landscape flashes, my milkbush is on fire, my people, it is 
on fire. The yellow lights of streets paved with human excrement from flying trucks 
pronounce and witness it. Underneath them painted prostitutes are hawking their 
pussies to Lebanese merchants, cedi a piece with the prospect of dzara, ntosuo, and 
if you know where they sell penicillin you can buy and buy. The Lido is swinging 
tonight, brothers, and big men have brought out their harridans; they are in con-
cubinage with them. Soon they — the harridans — will go on European tours, to 
villas outside Rome and have audience with the Pope. Among the dancers is the man 
with the golden bed... (pp. 83-84) 
Indeed, Amamu's stream of recollective thought, in form of disciplined 
interior monologue, is highly selective. This is because the novel is 
concerned to delineate the movements of Amamu's individual sensibility 
and all its complexities and implications, rather than to stir our social 
conscience per se. And the oblique method of the personal memoir gives 
emphasis to the salient fact that the sense of individuality derives from 
memory, and that moments of heightened awareness derive from all the 
moments of the past: a man is the sum of his past. Throughout the novel, 
the first-person account is inspired by that sense of the inseparableness of 
the present from the past, almost in the way the Bergsonian theory of 
durée is informed. 
The originating impulse of the instant recollective account becomes 
apparent only at 'That Lido is swinging tonight', and the thematic link 
between 'lovers' passion' in 'the pinewood summers' of Europe and his 
own childhood escapades with his brothers at home 'to search through 
the sacred grove' emerges. Notably, the sexual and religious search is 
always inseparable. Also, the mode of these recollections is panoramic 
and picaresque. Amamu is indeed a journeying hero. But he is essentially 
a present-day product of a greater self-analysis and of a more sophisti-
cated social criticism than a Spanish picaro was. His peregrination is 
born of reflective memories orchestrating mental movements/insights 
back into human behaviour and associations the world over; rather than 
along a country's high-roads. This method of mental exploration is 
primarily meant for the searching analysis of Amamu's individual sensi-
bility in particular, while it accommodates the depiction of large histori-
cal and social events. Temporally the retrospection reaches back to the 
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earliest of his childhood memories, while spatially it ranges from Ghana 
to the whole of Europe and to Asia. And the recollections are all equally 
pungently satirical of human behaviour everywhere. 
The most prominent and vital constituent of the recollective narrative 
is his sexual affairs. O n the surface, Amamu is loose and depraved even 
when he is engaged in laudable aspirations: 
In my room we talked about the changes that must come, that Africa needs a 
spiritual, psychological, mental revolution. Look at African education. Look at the 
corruption of our politicians, look at the moral decay that has engulfed our beloved 
homelands... Then we went our several ways, some to sleep with our wives, others to 
fornicate with willingly lonely spinsters in one-room apartments in Golders Green. 
Tomorrow too we shall meet and discuss the revolution that Africa needs, (p. 136) 
But the sexual recollections actually assume serious dimensions: 'The 
long road begins from here, begins from the foetal tunnel ' (p. 48). The 
sexual affairs in effect emerge as the means by which he explores life: 
'She came again. And each time was a different journey into the open 
mysteries of life's incarnation' (p. 58). They represent to him a metaphor 
of life which he exploits energetically in search of his own 'whatness ' . 
And in every girl he relates to he is at bottom yearning to re-discover his 
childhood mermaid: 'Loving the memory of her my first love through all 
lands and all claims' (p. 59). When, for instance, he has just slept with 
his mistress Adisa, it is his deceased cousin Dede, his 'first love', who 
comes up in his mind while he is reflecting on the affair. And what follows 
immediately in the four subsequent pages is a recollection of a number of 
his relations with girls both at home and abroad; and all ending signifi-
cantly on his unrelenting search for his goddess, cousin Dede: 
I found her among the dancers sweating on the floor in one of those wild new dances 
of youth. She is my woman of the sea. She is the one who appeared through the cleft 
sea in the slash of the moonbeam to come to me under the Indian almond. She led 
me then through all farmlands, she led me over the wide lagoon where the sprats 
sang a song from the salt basins, over bird island we flew with the gulls returning 
from sea, over the sugar cane farms over the lagoon landing stage into the strange 
land, into the strange land, into Lave the forest of animals where we sat under my 
grand-father's blackberry tree... 
My stones and oil lamps wore rings of rainbows, and shadows run like the ghosts 
of my beginning, whining nims of May in the storm of sowing season's rains into the 
fire-exit of the future exile. For love's passion flees to the moon slanted in a pee pose 
her legs long astride the ocean where her sword blazed that day in the urinal hour to 
find me under the Indian almond. 
Dear one, hold on, for I come. (p. 60) 
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T h e notation-like prose here stresses the nature and cause of his attach-
ment to his first love, his cousin Dede. The environment is pastoral, and 
the relationship is idyllic. It all constitutes the very happy background of 
his life and the motivating force of all his sojourns and desires. The idyllic 
wanderings depicted in the first paragraph yield in the second paragraph 
to a mythical world of his own inner self. The predominance of the moon 
symbolism is strongly indicative of the mythical world, only where 
imaginatively the ideal is apprehensible if not immediately attainable 
physically. And the brevity of the last paragraph pithily expresses his 
irresistible desire to be re-united with her. In brief, the narration is 
investigating and analyzing. T h e juxtaposition of the paragraphs is 
dramatic: the contrasting effect achieves an analytical interpretation of 
A m a m u ' s subjective feelings and self-expression. 
Again and again he re-views her analytically to himself in order to 
grasp her significance all the better as she has impinged on his conscious-
ness hauntingly: 
Sometimes she comes into my dreams, moon-faced, smiling, her coral teeth glisten-
ing in her dark round face. Then she will sit and talk for a long time. I will not under-
stand a word she speaks. Suddenly as if in anger she will gather her tiny waist cloth 
and go away. It is always at that time that I will begin to fall fall from a great height, 
fall far far down. But I never reach the earth. Sometimes I will be in flight across the 
sky. I will fly in a blue heaven with clouds trailing my feet. We will career through 
the sky, like guUs over seas. 
In the morning she will be gone. The bells will be ringing the second bell — and 
my mother's oil lamp will be put out. (p. 149) 
This method of mental re-view projects and illuminates her, and the 
'projection' is increasingly frequent in proportion to the nearness to the 
ultimate realization. However, the retrospections appear to be repe-
titious, as self-revelations are usually fluid. But the fluidity is controlled 
in the same breath by the analytical interpretation underlying the narra-
tion. And by the frequent, pensive focus on her, he is able to distinguish 
the sordid, h u m d r u m world about him from the idyllic world she elevates 
him into. This haunt ing perception is underlined by the interplay of the 
first and the second paragraphs of the excerpt: the bare, concrete details 
of objective, awakening reality of the second paragraph reinforce the un-
pleasant perception of the dreaminess of the idyllic, pastoral first 
paragraph — the dreaminess is depicted not only by the moon atmos-
phere but also by the plain admission in the passage, ' I t is always at this 
time that I will begin to fall fall ... across the sky.' In any event, he has 
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painfully discovered that he no longer inhabits mentally this cloddish 
world, 'for a restlessness has gripped me and this ear th ' (p. 148). 
Apparently, his association with his cousin Dede has been the most 
edifying experience, and has remained the sole touch-stone of his inner 
feelings. Inwardly in terms of authentic feelings and emotions, his 
numerous experiences of love amount to a single one — the apparently 
platonic one with his cousin Dede. This is not an oversimplification; it is 
because the other girls are only passing incarnations of Dede or objectifi-
cations of his search for the ideal h u m a n intercourse. In other words, the 
lyrical recollections function as a psychotherapy for a serious emotionally 
disquieting experience. They constitute the Aryan thread that guides 
A m a m u in his ontological search for ' s e l f , his own inner essence. The 
point is that A m a m u has come through long and deep introspections and 
not through the mere physical experiences to be able to remember that 
the 'ancestors — revered now for their infinite sagacity — decreed long 
ago that this land, this earth, my brother, shall witness a crashing 
collapse' (p. 147) since it is ' the land of death ' (p. 149). And like Kierke-
gaard, he has come to realize he can still save his own soul, as quoted on 
page 145 of this novel, because he had not wholly lost his own moral 
nature: ' I can stand everything — even though that horrible demon more 
dreadful than death, the being of terrors, even though madness were to 
hold up before my eyes the motley of the fool, and I unders tand by its 
look that it was I who must put it on, I am still able to save my soul' 
(Kierkegaard). And like in Dante ' s Divine Comedy, A m a m u ' s mental 
survey of his own life and the nat ion 's is in actuality a device to enable 
him to map out a world of illusions and disillusions. T h e T can be 
regarded as a depersonalized expression of the suffering sensibility; and 
the incessant apostrophe 'my brother ' of the first-person narrative (the 
whole first-person narrative can be regarded as a dramatic monologue) 
pertains to the reader 's h u m a n involvement in his plight. 
The personal memoir therefore functions technically as a means of 
examining the situation and of discovering the truths and the best 
possible solution, all through analytical retrospection. However, 
A m a m u ' s language becomes increasingly mythopoeic as the narrative 
action becomes increasingly a self-quest. The texture of the whole novel 
is given its richness and subdety by emotions which find more than one 
level of significance. Instead of a logical sequence of physical events, it is 
the interior logic, the imaginative force of the narrative, that holds 
together the diverse memories retrospectively to ' the first memorials of 
my journeys from the womb ' , and makes him conclude on how best to 
save his own soul: 
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My woman of the sea, I am leaving for the almond tree where I first met you. I shall 
be there when you rise, when you rise to meet me at our appointed hour. I am 
coming down from these mountains of dung from these hills of shame. I shall walk 
the steps of ancient war drums, I shall move to the beat of husago, atrikpui and 
agbadza in the twirl of my folded cloth you will read the sign of my coming. My lips 
will be sealed so I cannot sing those ancient songs. I will believe you when you say 
you will come into the same fields I rode with the ghosts the first memorials of my 
journeys from the womb. For now believe me, the land is covered with blood, and 
more blood shall flow in it to redeem the covenant we made in that butterfly field, 
and under my almond. For you I renounce the salvation of madness and embrace 
with a singular hope, your hope... 
Return the miracle return the miracle return the miracle, (pp. 165-166) 
The lyricism of this affirmation underhnes the imaginative moral force 
and the individual joyful conviction of his resolution. The instant moment 
recalls in the mock-heroic vein of the novel the ominous sentiment that 
Amamu 'should be their torchbearer and servant all his life', expressed 
when he was given 'the rum name of his great-grandfather' (p. 12), 
Amamu. He has now uniquely discovered his own goddess, while the 
nation is still groping in vain 'for the spirits of the departed priests of 
thunder' . He has a reliable symbol — a guide — to follow: the almond 
tree. The almond tree rests finally here as the principal evocative symbol 
of their meeting-point. So, the language is incantatory, the atmosphere is 
charmed and the action becomes ritualistic. Now that Amamu is abso-
lutely convinced that he must join her, his sensibility is heightened, his 
perception solemn, his expressions elevated. His relationship with her is 
in this tremendous instant transcendent. The moments of perception 
have been countless, but it is the business of reflection — or rather, of 
introspectively recollective narrative — to gain conviction systematically 
and find the moral courage to take the ultimate action. 
As a narrative method, the personal memoir clearly defines the central 
theme of self-alienation, by giving special prominence to the meditations 
of Amamu and showing him to be undoubtedly endowed with a high 
degree of perceptiveness and self-expression. Aesthetically, the method 
helps to safeguard artistic detachment on the part of Awoonor the 
novelist, while depicting highly personal impressions of the 'persona'. 
Here, the method is even more telling in its emotional impact in the 
dramatization of Amamu's consciousness as prelude (the prefatory 
chapter) and coda (chapter 12a) for Awoonor's rendering of Amemu's 
personal account of his own situation and final decision. 
This process of self-quest has, however, gained tremendously from the 
third-person omniscient narrative which functions basically as counter-
poise. The key external events of the novel are narrated in the third 
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person. The naming of Amamu himself, his encounters with corrupt, 
spineless law agents, his visits to his club and hotels, the home-coming of 
his bourgeois wife and the burlesqued reception party. Most signifi-
cantly, the last three chapters — 13, 14 and 15 — are narrated exclu-
sively in the third person. The chapters deal with his last journey to the 
beach, his drowning and the search for him. The first-person account 
stops at chapter 12a, notably immediately he has taken the ultimate 
decision, that is, immediately his introspective retrospection has come to 
its logical conclusion. Earlier on, the narrative arrangement has been 
that each chapter is in two parts: the first part in the third-person omni-
scient narration, while the other part is in the first person. Even from 
these seemingly outward narrative arrangements, it is quite clear that the 
first-person account and its concern with Amamu's quest must have been 
aided by the third-person account as a complement or as an ironic 
commentary. The third-person omniscient account essentially describes 
the social milieu with reverberating sociological connotation, while the 
first-person account further interprets the different parts of the milieu 
through Amamu's mental survey and reflection. For instance, Nina, 
'The city within city', is presented obliquely through Amamu's socialist 
perception of it, in order to heighten the revoltingly dehumanizing 
squalor of the place while, technically, externalizing his inner dissatis-
faction in form of objective social realities. Thus the narrative action is 
being defined and developed at both levels. 
One distinguishing feature of the third-person omniscient narration is 
its anecdotal form. Minor but significant characters and vital incidents 
are presented as closely-knit anecdotal interpolations into the narrative 
mainstream, instead of the digressive homilies of the traditional pica-
resque anecdotal narrative. The anecdotes are various and complete 
stories-within-the-story, and they are so well integrated that they coalesce 
into the main narrative as panoramic echoes of the general moral decay. 
The Revd. Paul Dumenyo, the Colonel and Susie Manley and the four 
civil servants at the club, for instance, are caricatures elaborating on the 
general decadence. The third-person narrative consists mainly of 
anecdotal and digressive material of the broad comic satire — the serio-
comic satire in the picaresque manner. In its picaresque form, the 
panoramic omniscient style of narration best suits the social satirist. So, 
while the personal memoir accommodates the searching analysis of inner 
conflict, the third-person style depicts large historical and social events 
and exposes follies. It is this serio-comic satire in the picaresque manner 
that obviously gives the novel a description of social criticism. The 
novelist appears in the inclusive panoramic author whose portrait of life 
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employs a wittily scathing combination of comedy, irony and satire as the 
instrument of its critical strategy, and the admixture makes the satire as 
serious as it is funny. In this way, Awoonor remarkably blends the 
inclusive writer's art of surface portraiture (from the third-person 
authorial narration) with the exclusive writer's art of the inner workings 
of the human mind (from the first-person narration), to achieve a total 
dramatization of Amamu's dissatisfaction. 
Finally, it is worth pointing out as regards the last three and con-
cluding chapters that the narrative method evaluates the experience. 
What has actually happened to Amamu is continuous alienation from life 
itself. The last three concluding chapters, which describe the completion 
of the alienation and are narrated in the third person, lack the lyricism 
and the imaginative force of the first-person account. The narration is 
bare and matter-of-fact in the manner of objective social realism. For it is 
an ironic comment on the value of Amamu's personal sensibility and 
personal life. Amamu's self-alienation is a denial of the human element 
of environment: it is a loss. And the austere third-person all-knowing 
narration here stresses the loss as being very personal. This is the 
essential tragedy the novel portrays — the mock-heroic or the travesty of 
the individual human life. The cloddish world with the description of the 
grief of Amamu's parents and the continuing rhythm of mundane life 
including the eternal sea connotes an ironic note on Amamu's death. The 
sea, for instance, survives particularly well in the novel. The sea 
metaphor maintains its own intrinsic structural value by giving the novel 
an organic unity as the first-person narrative is entirely tethered to it, 
with Amamu's mermaid situated there and the search for her providing 
the narrative direction of his inner vision. In the end the triumph is all on 
the side of the cloddish world which survives. The authorial omniscient 
account of his last moments portrays both Amamu's personal joy about 
his own end and its disturbing unusualness. It makes the reader-viewer of 
this final step feel uneasy: 
He had arrived home at last. The Atlantic breakers boomed across the memory of 
years; sea gulls careered upwards and downwards above the surf, and rose and 
crashed into the sand like the madman at the rise of a new moon. The tumult was the 
signal for the calm that was promised, it was the legend of a final peace. 
Then slowly he saw her, the woman of the sea, his cousin love of those years long 
long ago rising from the sea. She rose slowly, head first, adorned with sapphires, 
coral and all the ancient beads her mother left for her pubertal rites. ... Here at last, 
he realized with a certain boyish joy, was the hour of his salvation. It was coming at 
last. She rose now up upon the waves, her breast bare, her nipples blacker than 
ever... 
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They found him kneeling in the sand, a vacant look and a smile and a joy upon his 
face. And the waves beat their eternal notes upon the shore, as they washed against 
his body. 
The old man arrived in the city at noon the following day. Yes, he received the 
telegram. H e was met by Sammy and Adisa at the lorry park. 
H e is missing? How can a grown man be missing? First they must make a com-
plaint at the police station. Yes, they knew him. Wasn ' t he the tall lawyer who lived 
in Kaneshie? H e would turn up. They should all go home. H e would be angry if he 
heard a complaint had been lodged about him missing. H e would be very very 
angry. Wasn ' t it the lawyer they were talking about? H e would turn up. Everybody 
must go home and sleep. 
Children playing on the beach saw him under the Indian almond. People from his 
household came. It was the third day. T h e old m a n had returned from the city. He 
also came and saw him. He was not asleep now. H e was gazing out to sea, a sad 
quixotic smile on the face. His eyes were blazing. H e d idn ' t seem to notice anyone. 
H e was not aware of anyone, (pp. 179-180) 
This passage registers the two possible views of A m a m u ' s hfe and death 
— an ideahst and a madman simultaneously. The two views inter-
relatedly touch on the eternal pair of idealism and illusion, between 
which the dividing line is ever thin. In other words, the degree of his 
idealism is a direct measure of his 'madness ' , or, in urbane terms, his 
unusualness. For his individual idealism is in terms of the social reality 
self-destructive while it is the only means to eternal salvation from the 
irredeemable decadence. Again, the language of this passage above 
clearly illustrates the basic paradox of Amamu ' s perceptive awareness 
and ultimate action. The lyricism and the mythopoeic language of the 
first half of the passage mirror the emotive quality of Amamu ' s own 
personal narrative, and capture the intensity of Amamu ' s ardent desire 
for an idyllic subterranean existence and his sense of joyful self-fulfil-
ment. But in a simultaneous breath the passage denotes a fantasy world. 
And this rhythmical and mythologizing part yields directly to a bare, 
objective description of the mundane life around in the second half. The 
stark, emotionless details show the world around unshaken by the death 
of a man who has just chosen to die as ' the man singled out to be the first 
carrier and the sacrifice' for his entire society. Ironically, the first part is 
all the epitaph given to Amamu. The aesthetic beauty of the omniscient 
narrator 's rendering shows his deep personal appreciation of Amamu's 
inmost feeling and desire. But it is still the mock-heroic. The reader only 
has to recollect the ironic tone of the third-person narration right from the 
beginning of the novel. For instance chapter 2 shows that Amamu ' s club 
members ' view of him is half-admiring and half-sneering. (See the quote 
above on page 76 and especially pages 25-26 of the novel i tself) The 
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relationship between the omniscient narrator, Amamu and the people in 
general is intriguing throughout the novel. While Amamu maintains a 
critical distance from his society and the people's view of him is half-
deferring and half-deriding, the third-person omniscient narrator 
preserves amused detachment from both Amamu and his people. In this 
regard, the first-person narrative is in effect Amamu's own myth-
making: his personal expression of his own personal search for his lost 
ideal. 
Might one not say that the intellectual severity of one narrative method 
is the counterpart of the other? And that the fmal part of This Earth, My 
Brother stresses the illusory nature of Amamu's resolution? Has Amamu 
not enacted only 'the legend of a fmal peace' with his own outraged sensi-
bility for his own individual salvation? Is the first-person account not 
actually a statement of self-quest — the mythically original innocent self? 
For This Earth, My Brother does not create any social conscience. In 
reality, the novel is an ironic statement on inner conflict. It registers our 
personal frustration, the example of Amamu's. Fof Amamu, gripped 
now by frustration, is the cold man divorced from the human, no less 
than from the institutional environments. He gets coldly analytical. 
Every environment and incident and personage define his detachment, 
though he is touchingly groping for moral bearings. Amamu has 
undergone a lot, but Awoonor as the artist is still more mature than 
Amamu. As the all-knowing creator, Awoonor can lavish his pity on 
Amamu (the mock-heroic epitaph) but he knows as well what Amamu 
means and how much, through consummate application of technical re-
sources, Amamu can be made to mean. This Earth, My Brother is like a 
pattern of circular movements, as Amamu perceptively laments towards 
the end: 'We will be caught in the simple logic of survival again and 
again. What a futile struggle' (p. 164). And there is the passing on and 
out to the spiritual dilemma of the perceptive mind, and especially to the 
limits of our experience of endurance in the teeth of an inexorably 
oppressive world. 
But the novel does demonstrate the ontological quest for 'self , with the 
'purging' of one's own individual passions and emotions oppressing 
oneself — as the sexual recollections actually become in effect psycho-
therapeutic reminiscences in the total meaning of the narrative. The 
cathartic process restores one to that other 'self from whom one is exiled 
in time and space. Aesthetically, this narrative part demonstrates the 
novel's principle that the inward drama is more absorbing, searching and 
authentic than overt action. Thematically, the two possible 'views' of the 
narrative action, as it were, are not contradictory but inseparably inter-
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related in the inherent paradox of the human condition. The ironic 
narrative interplay dramatizes the tragic impossibility for a human being 
to catch up with his veritable self here in this mundane life. The human 
personality tends to disintegrate and the only remedy to this agonizing 
condition is either mockery, psychosis or death. The third-person 
account underlines Amamu's 'remedy' as being psychotic; while the 
first-person account cannot be simply regarded as mawkish personal 
lyricism in that it does show that man is constantly yearning for the ideal, 
situated in visions or in memories since the human condition is ever far 
from satisfactory. 
The novel, through adequate resources of technique, discovers the 
complexity of the modern sensibility, the difficulty of personal morality 
and the fact of social evil — all the intractable elements under the surface 
which surface technique or impatience with technique cannot reveal. If 
we find This Earth, My Brother satisfying, it is because its author holds a 
positive attitude towards technique and technical analysis of subject 
matter which enables him to order coherently a large amount of retro-
spective and reflective experience. So, This Earth, My Brother's contri-
bution is to fiction universally rather than to the history of fiction in a 
particular place despite its rich local colour. After all, Amamu gains 
purgation and peace with his self-knowledge and self-fulfilment, in some 
respect as Malone does in Samuel Beckett's Malone Dies (1951) and 
Samuel Mountjoy does in William Golding's Free Fall (1959): the process 
of artistic rendering of their personal experiences functions in effect as a 
psychotherapeutic process of self-examination, self-purgation and self-
realization. 
N O T E S 
1. This Earth, My Brother has notably been the only novel produced by the celebrated 
Ghanaian poet Kofi Awoonor. 
2. All page references are indicated in the brackets after the quote, and are from the 
African Writers Series edition of This Earth, My Brother (1971), published by 
Heinemann Educational Book of London Ibadan Nairobi. 
p. EMEKA NWABUEZE 
Igbo Masquerade Drama 
and the Origin of Theatre: 
A Comparative Synthesis 
A R G U M E N T U M 
Studies on the origin of theatre have tended to concentrate on western 
theatre disregarding, sometimes completely, non-western theatrical prac-
tices. When studies are carried out on third world theatre, scholars tend 
to refer to it as ritual which requires more development before it can be 
perceived as theatre. Researches carried out on non-western theatre by 
theatre scholars have, unfortunately, not been given the kind of recog-
nition they deserve, while studies on western theatre have been made to 
assume a somewhat 'universal' recognition. 
Unfortunately, African scholars and critics interested in African 
drama have not given the issue of African masquerade drama enough 
attention. They tend to lump all African festivals together, sometimes 
only establishing unity in diversity. No concrete effort has been made to 
synthesize the origin of theatre with particular African festivals or tradi-
tional performances, thus creating a lacuna in knowledge regarding this 
important area of traditional African drama. It is the interest in filling 
this lacuna that prompted this investigation. This paper, therefore, 
attempts to examine important works done on the origins of theatre, 
including pertinent empirical investigations, and evaluate their relation-
ship with the origins of Igbo masquerade drama. A critical appraisal of 
Igbo masquerade drama by an empirical investigator and participant-
observer would reveal that it may have followed the same method of 
origination and development of ritual as theatre. Thus the same reasons 
that account for the origin of theatre may have accounted for the origin of 
Igbo masquerade performances. For this study, therefore, the writer has 
not only relied on content analyses of existing empirical investigations, 
but also carried out empirical research on the masquerade drama, and 
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initiated into the masquerade society (the collective incarnate dead), to 
gain intellectual insight into the performances as a participant-observer. 
RITUAL T O C U L T 
The origin of the masquerade in Igbo history cannot be fully discerned 
without taking into consideration the situations that created the need for 
the evolution of the masquerade. To make this discussion clearer, a brief 
excursion into the origin of theatre is necessary. This discussion will not 
be concerned with the literary developments of drama but with the origin 
of theatre as enactment. 
Sir James Frazer, in The Golden Bough, discusses some characteristic 
archetypes in primitive vegetation magic which, he believes, led the way 
to the origin of theatre. Frazer believes that primitive men first noticed 
the forces that affected their existence and, because they could not clearly 
understand the forces that controlled aspects of their existence, attributed 
them to supernatural forces, and began to devise ways of appealing to 
these forces for their own benefit. According to Frazer, 
Year by year in his own beautiful land (the ancient Greek) beheld, with natural 
regret, the bright pomp of summer fading into the gloom and stagnation of winter, 
and year by year he hailed with natural delight the outburst of fresh life in spring. 
Accustomed to personify the forces of nature, to tinge her cold abstractions with the 
warm hues of imagination, to clothe her naked realities with the gorgeous drapery of 
mythic fancy, he fashioned for himself a train of gods and goddesses, of spirits and 
elves, out of the annual fluctuations of their fortunes with alternate emotions of 
cheerfulness and dejection, of gladness and sorrow, which found their natural ex-
pression in alternative rites of rejoicing and lamentation, of revelry and mourning.' 
When they became properly perfected and organized into legitimate 
and scientific ritual, primitive men began to achieve their aim — to 
communicate to the audience. Thus, the primitive men who carried out 
the rituals became the actors and the supernatural forces they set out to 
communicate to became their audience. Just like we do theatre today to 
appeal to an audience and get their response, so primitive men performed 
their ritual to appeal to their audience who, in this case, were super-
natural forces, to obtain or achieve something. Benjamin Hunningher, 
one of the major investigators on the origins of theatre, recaptures this 
fact when he maintains that 
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Through often repeated communal and mimetic dance-ritual, the tribes did every-
thing they could to attract new life which they longed to receive. As soon as the 
spring appeared in nature the entire community hurried to welcome it and 
strengthen its power by an elaborate representation of its victory over winter and 
summer. The batde between winter and summer is of primary importance in the 
development of primitive rehgion as well as of the theatre. Frazer's numerous 
examples demonstrate how, through annual repetition of these rites, the idea of a 
definite seasonal change retires to the background and winter-in-general gradually 
opposes summer-in-general, death opposes life... From this concept arose the 
performance of the year-king or year-priest, known over the whole world, who 
overcomes death to bring life. With the approach of winter the year-king himself 
turns into the daemon of death and must perish in a duel with the champion or 
king of the next year for life to spring forth anew.^ 
Frazer's work was the first to focus the attention of academics to the 
fact that theatre may have originated from the ritual practices of ancient 
people, and must have led Susan Langer and Northrop Frye into coining 
their theories of describing literary genres as if they were structured by 
the rhythms of seasonal change. 
It is pertinent to discern which of the ritual practices of the ancient 
people helped in the origin of theatre. Another investigation into the 
origin of theatre which attempted to answer this important question was 
carried out by William Ridgeway.^ He located various forms of drama, 
mainly from non-western religious sects, to produce a work 'which has 
remained the only work to concentrate at all upon the origins of non-
western theatre' Ridgeway, after locating these various forms of drama, 
placed them within their cultural contexts and finally came to the conclu-
sion that theatre, in all cultures, has its origin in the worship of the dead. 
His study, concluded in 1915, 'was the first work of its kind in the 
English language',^ and was the author's attempt to apply the use of 
empirical research in the study of origins in an age dominated by 
theories. 
The very next year after Ridgeway's study was concluded, Loomis 
Havemeye/ completed his own investigation into the origin of theatre. 
Havemeyer's sample consisted of a survey of ceremonies — hunting cer-
emonies, initiation ceremonies, rainmaking ceremonies, war ceremonies, 
and pleasure plays. His conclusion was that theatre originated through 
man's desire to imitate. This desire, Havemeyer maintains, is an instinct 
which is also found in animals and children's play. Because gesture 
preceded spoken language, Havemeyer seems to suggest, instinct to 
imitate thus arose as a necessity when the need to supplement verbal 
communication became paramount. His conclusion, therefore, is 'that 
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the desire to imitate is a universal human trait, although it does not 
appear to the same degree among all races of men'/ 
Though Havemeyer concluded that human instinct to imitate caused 
the origin of theatre, one notices that instinct is not action, and that 
drama does not exist without action. This may have instigated E.T. 
Kirby to carry the study a step further. Though Kirby studied different 
forms of theatre including the Shamanistic theatre, the Deamon play of 
India, the Chinese acrobats, and the Noh drama, his conclusion does not 
deviate much from those already established by Havemeyer, except that 
Kirby tends to establish, through examples, how the need for imitation 
has continued to cause the birth and rebirth of theatre from Shamanism 
to the quem queritis trope. 
Colin Turnbulf is another empirical researcher whose work is con-
sidered 'one of the best ethnographic studies for theatre people'.^ Turn-
bull's study was carried out among primitive people, particularly the 
BaMbuti tribe of central Africa. Turnbull not only studied the BaMbuti 
tribe through observation and content analysis of their ceremonies, but 
made friends with them and found out answers to most of the questions of 
origin. By linking their statement of reasons for the enactment in the 
various ceremonies with the content analysis of the ceremonies, Turnbull 
was able to establish that the origin of theatre was not only instinct 
(man's desire to communicate through imitation) but also man's attempt 
to achieve some utilitarian benefits. 
From the foregoing, we notice that man's ability to notice the forces 
that affected his existence was the first phase in the origin of theatre. 
Awareness of the existence of these forces caused primitive men to look 
for means of controlling, wooing, or even bribing those forces through 
ritual activities. Through these devices, they began to perceive some 
connections between the rituals they performed and the eventual 
outcome of their activities. Thus they began to sift the activities to discern 
which ones had utility. 
Since the rituals performed by primitive men were varied, it is 
necessary to pin down the particular ritual that caused the birth of 
theatre. Human instinct and the desire to imitate may have generated the 
need for the origin of theatre, but it was not until this desire was put into 
action that 'cult' theatre was born. 
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C U L T T O T H E A T R E 
The major enactment that caused theatre to originate, it seems, was the 
worship of the dead. While Frazer talks of 'cultures in which the effective 
spirits (or gods) are identified as ancestors', Ridgeway emphatically 
maintains, through empirical research, that worship of dead ancestors 
caused the origin of theatre. He states that the actor was merely a 
medium for this origination, citing examples from the nat-kadaws (trans-
lated nat-wives) of Burma who, according to Ridgeway, acted as if they 
were possessed by 'spirit husbands' who have been given identity as 
spirits. Ancestral worship was a form of ritual whose performance 
required dramatic action, but which was not intended to entertain an 
audience. Science and intellect punctured the belief system that held the 
ritual together and thus moved it to theatre. 
T H E IGBO CASE 
Empirical investigation in Igboland and participant-observation of mas-
querade performances'" also reveal that Igbo masquerade drama orig-
inated from ancestral worship." The Igbos believe that a dead man 
travels to the land of the ancestors from where he reincarnates into the 
world. Prominent men, the Igbos also believe, especially those who were 
brave and who performed great feats during their life time, could rein-
carnate and still retain their prominence and status among the ancestors. 
These are the brand of ancestors that were invoked as masquerades. 
Igbo ancestors who were believed to be responsible for the founding of 
different areas of Igboland were invoked when their services were needed 
by the living. Since the Igbos believe that supernaturcil forces cannot be 
directly communicated with, they invite the ancestors to intercede for 
them, if need be. When a plague or misfortune visited the Igbo society, 
for instance, it was believed that such unfortunate situations were caused 
by supernatural forces unknown to the living but quite familiar to the 
dead. The ancestors were thus invited and appealed to in order that they 
would help to communicate the wishes of the living to the supernatural. 
In the earliest period of Igbo history, the ancestors were consulted 
through divination, but later their physical presence became necessary 
when further rituals were evolved. The need for physical representation 
of the ancestor created the necessity to devise ways of representing the 
physical presence of the ancestral spirit. It was this situation that led to 
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the evolution of the masquerader as a dramatic character. One therefore 
sees the relationship between Ridgeway's thesis and the origin of Igbo 
masquerade drama. Supporting the result of Ridgeway's empirical 
research, Kirby observes that 
Ridgeway's concept could seem to be supported, in a sense, by examples and infor-
mation which have been developed since his time, such as the number of cultures in 
which the effective spirits (or gods) are identified as ancestors, or the use of ancestor 
masks for performances and for social control in Africa.'^ 
The exact date of the evolution of the masquerade is unknown, and 
since no written records were kept in the ancient Igbo society, dating the 
origin of the masquerade remains a matter of speculation. From archae-
ological evidence, however, it appears that the masquerade must have 
evolved some time before 2555 BC and must have come into perfection 
and acquired uniform presentational ritual in many areas of Igboland by 
the 9th century AD. Archaeological excavations in Igboland' have 
yielded carbon-14 dates which suggest that the earliest known pottery in 
Igboland existed around 2555 BC. Ancestor worship is believed to have 
pre-dated the discovery of pottery in Igboland, thus the masquerade must 
have evolved before this date. In northern Igbo areas, figures of the 
ancestors were drawn on the pots. 
Ancestor worship among the Nri-Igbo started with the death of the first 
Eze Nri who, according to the tradition of origin, was sent from the sky 
by Chukwu, God above. The first masquerade in Igboland must, there-
fore, have been a personification of Eri. Because of this divine connec-
tion, subsequent heirs ascending to this throne, before coronation, were 
caused to face ritual death. They were subsequently buried for some 
hours before they were resurrected to assume the onerous office.'^ The 
children of Eri, whose offspring made up several areas of Igboland, used 
him as a medium to communicate to Chukwu. As time went on the 
children of Eri began to die and, as the Igbos believe, went to the land of 
the dead to meet their ancestor. When more people died and joined the 
ancestral stock, the population of the ancestors increased. This created 
the need to identify the particular ancestor being invoked. Thus, the 
ancestors were given names and personified in the form of one kind of 
masquerade or another. In Igboland, therefore, the masquerade 'gives 
expression to the bond between a group of people and their ancestors'.'^ 
The revered ancestors were deemed to have certain attributes which 
marked them out from the others and which made the society see them 
as saviours in a particular situation. By invoking the ancestral spirit, the 
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memory of an ancestor is crystalized into an idea which is personified by 
the masquerade. The ancestral spirits were invoked according to the 
reason for which their services were sought by the living. Therefore, one 
can comfortably submit that the evolution of the masquerade cult was 
effected by the second generation of the early Igbo people. 
The masquerade performance was forced to lose its efficacy when the 
ritual that sustained it was punctured by alien intervention. Both internal 
and external forces'® contributed to the transition of Igbo masquerade 
performances from cult to theatre. These forces include slave trade and 
slave raids, effects of missionary enterprises in Igboland, effects of colon-
ization, and the destructive effects of political appointments by the 
colonial administration. The shift from cult to theatre was not achieved 
merely by stripping the rituals of their mythic, religious, and social com-
ponents. The transition was not completed until professional groups took 
over the performances and resorted to dramatization of social conflicts, 
and the pantomimic abuse of the colonial masters and village deviants. 
Stripping the performances of the activities abhored by both church and 
state meant puncturing the virtue of the ritual, eventually causing a 
change in the intent of the performances. The intent of the performers 
shifted from expectation of results from supernatural forces to expec-
tation of appreciation from a conventional audience. In the ancient 
period of the masquerade ritual the intent of both the masquerader, the 
dancers, and the onlookers was the same — to communicate with super-
natural forces in order to change the course of events. The audience were 
the supernatural forces being addressed. Intent, therefore, is the major 
difference between ritual and theatre. 
C O N C L U S I O N 
The conclusion which one can reasonably reach from this treatise is that 
in discussing origins of traditional African festival drama, one needs a 
more comprehensive and empirical research into the origins of various 
enactments, to trace them back to their root in ancient ritual. Mere euro-
centric analyses of the surviving performance hardly yield concrete 
results. Western theatre and Igbo masquerade drama may have 
developed in different ways, but they both have a common origin — 
ancestral worship and the urge to communicate. 
It is evident from the foregoing that man's urge to communicate (even 
if the aim of the communication is to worship) increases the urge to 
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narrate and this, in turn, fosters the desire to modulate voice, enact 
action, and generate spectacle. 
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Jude C. Ogu 
THE CASE 
The elders gathered 
And ate the kola nuts 
Mixed with alligator pepper. 
Then the case opened. 
Now, woman 
Why have you invited 
The elders of the land 
This early morning? 
I want to share wealth 
With my idle husband 
Who is too lazy to work 
And squanders my wealth. 
Wise woman! 
Now, take all the things 
That belong to you 
In this house. 
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Thank you, good elders 
I take everything in this house. 
They belong to me, and 
My husband owns nothing. 
The elders laughed. 
Now, idle, lazy husband 
Who squanders his wife's wealth 
Take whatever belongs to you 
In this house. 
Thank you, respectable elders 
I have nothing else in this house 
Except my beloved wife 
I have taken her. 
And the elders nodded. 
Lazy man and his wealthy wife 
This is all we have to say: 
Let the woman take her wealth 
And the man should take his wife 
We want peace in this your house. 
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Harold Farmer 
T O R T O I S E 
A look-out for all weather, 
marauding baboon, fire, or the black sky 
of armoured cars: 
he leans into the night. 
The sky is proximate, heavy, 
his immediate neighbourhood, 
and he drags it on his back. 
Over there the village is sleeping. 
Cooking pots, tumbled over, are cold. 
A few bodies, feet extended, 
reluctantly heave. 
Tortoise is a delicacy. 
He must not be mistaken for the real thing. 
He is an old hat blown by the wind, 
a tune almost forgotten, a spell 
somehow unfolding the limitless future. 
He trembles. He is alive 
in his emptiness, his claws scraping 
on pebbles and dry grass, the stars 
cataracting over his rough back. 
99 
CHAMELEON 
When I walk across this hill side, composed 
of crumbling granite, and notice the stars, 
auroras, constellations of lichen: 
dove's wings spreading in circles through clouds 
of deeper grey, ochre tumescences burning 
with a slow fire across the patient mirror, 
and the sea green and chartreuse transporting 
the stone into a sunburst in midair, 
I know that I am not a man. My footsteps 
have taken dictation from the chameleon. 
Tentatively he lifts his two-toed limb, 
like a pincer, like a hand, fit for clasping 
the stems of bushes and restraining himself 
as he restores his body to the mountain, kindling 
its colours on the palette of his skin, and suffering 
no lesion in the sequence of his desires. 
Twin boulders, perched on top of the hill, rock 
in the wind. Neither eye nor hand can catch 
their colours because of the light that streams 
around them, collapsing retinal images 
and handholds, slightest purchases 
of flesh on reality. Only 
the chameleon scales the rock with his skin, 
discovering himself in filaments of fire. 
100 
G E O F F W Y A T T 
Heron Rise 
'We will never feel at home here, ' Doctor Starrett, watching his op-
ponent 's gently shaking head, reiterated. 'At least not until we forge the 
inheritance. And then we will have to carry off a counterfeit of con-
science.' 
H e was looking not at the chessboard but aslant at the horses, visible 
through the surgery window, the minister's chestnut digging at 
something with earnest forehoof while his own, the grey mare, drowsed 
in stableshade. 
The minister, who in recentmost moves had deployed what could now 
be seen as the Knight fork tactic, aiming for enforced shift of the doctor's 
King and Bishop, reached absently for his whisky glass. 
Still looking down, he said, 'When y' grow sae subtle, I cannae 
follow.' 
The doctor returned to the game, his face slowly expressing comic 
alarm as he backtracked the manoeuvre that now imperilled his forces. 
'Al-shah mat,' he conceded. 'The king is dead, or about to be. You 
tread a nice fine line, Ewen, between rash assault and deceptive cunning. 
Reminds me of your preaching. ' 
Ewen Urquhar t lifted his big loose face, and wagged at the doctor a 
long forefinger. 
'When a m u n spends a ' his time brooding ower things he cannae ken, 
he loses concentration on the game. ' 
' I see,' the doctor said. H e searched in his pockets for his cigar case. 
' O n the other hand , ' he suggested as he shook two brown cylinders free, 
' a man may never understand it because he allows his games to divert his 
intellect.' 
The minister shook his head slowly and wisely, overriding the involun-
tary movements. 
'A m u n cannae ken it all. The sooner he accepts that, the better he 
feels. I cannae understand, sometimes, why y' grieve sae. All this exile 
talk. Never feel at home anywhere? How can y' claim sich?' 
'God would fill my void?' 
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'Compkrtly.' 
'I am too old now. Perhaps I never played enough games when I was 
young. For that you would have to blame my father for being too en-
lightened for his time. To me your word of God seems as devious as a 
lover's promise: good for the moment it's made but exceedingly doubtful 
as guarantee.' 
Doctor Starrett leaned across the table to fire his friend's cigar. While 
the big man puffed the rod of wound leaves, idling out mushrooms of 
blue smoke, he kept his head still; then, when white ash began to grow 
from the burning end, a slow, sad resigned shaking went on, indicative of 
his having found himself recreating, in different words, his side of a 
conversation that had mutually been conducted, elaborated on, and 
intermittently forgotten, many times before. 
That the doctor would never allow time ultimately to bury it, and that 
each successive return to it had given his argument a kind of offhand 
sardonic mockery, simplifying it, were evident in the slight hardening of 
his voice and the wry tuck at mouthcorner. 
'Why,' he wanted to know, not necessarily of the minister, when he 
had his own cigar going, 'does God persist in tipping us off a hinge before 
slamming our individual doors shut?' 
Ewen Urquhart was about to make puzzled reply, when he suddenly 
spat a leafbit from the tip of his tongue, prompting the doctor to do the 
same. 
'Cutter's lost its edge. Reminds me. I hope the blacksmith has a 
sharpening kit with him. All my instruments need a good touch-up. I was 
saying, why, when we have to die, does God make life miserable with 
such novel twists as gangrene, epilepsy, phthysis, syphilis, carcinoma, 
haemophilia...?' 
'The Caimbreedge argument,' the minister recalled. 'And what would 
a doctor be doing if there wasnae disease?' 
'This one would be free to escort beautiful women to the theatre while 
prospering as a merchant in some civilized country. Indulging my 
curiosity in language perhaps. Reading the great unread books. 
Watching the new sciences unfold... Alice, wasn't it? Unusual sense of 
drollery, don't you think? I observed your own observations.' 
Urquhart was not yet too old to colour, nor was he without the agility 
to quickly drain it in lopsided humour. 
'Ha' we been to lang i' The Colony?' he appealed. 'It's a womanless 
land, aye, but a mun needs mair than that t' see him through.' 
'I wonder. I wager a very old man, standing on the rim of his exist-
ence, his passions only a memory, waiting for your God to pluck him 
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through and slam the door, would smile back at his dalliances. Looking 
back, Ewen, as the cold draught gripped his grape-hued ankles, on the 
warmth of women. You can't tell me you've put it all behind you. Not 
when I think of Elizabeth Munro of the Carrón. ' 
This last sentence came like a javelin, fluting the wind for the merest 
instant before finding and riving the minister's flesh: his back reared up 
against the chair, his head lifted revealing wide staring seablue eyes. He 
said nothing for a time. 
'A mun was young once,' he conceded then. 
'A man's young until he dies,' the doctor smiled. 'I t 's only when he 
stops starting out that he's finished... And he is so easily diverted. We 
were talking about the end of doctordom. Tell me, why did God give 
you, one of His ordained ministers, the chorea?' 
'God didnae do 'it . ' The very idea was preposterous. 
'Then who was responsible?' 
Ewen Urquhart sipped his whisky, saying above a glinting rim, 'A 
mun accepts the word of God or he doesnae. Simple as that. If he accepts, 
he feels at home. If he chooses not t ' , then he hasnae a home.' 
'He accepts His afflictions to boot? God is very indiscriminate, you 
know, afflicting Christian and heathen with equal unconcern. I happen 
to know that your own condition troubles you deeply and causes you 
great embarrassment. ' 
'A mun must accept what he cannae ken. He must trust in God. ' 
'But I mistrust slogans,' Doctor Starrett protested. 'Once humans are 
convinced they've arrived at a spiritual truth, they codify it — and 
therefore diminish whatever truth may have been inherent in it. Dieu et 
mon droit. Motto of English sovereigns since Henry The Something. Who 
prospered? Certainly not the bulk of people transported out here. Tell 
me, Ewen, will you go back one day?' 
'Scotland? Aye, I will. In good time.' 
Smoke rose azurely towards the ceiling and there abandoned itself in 
long, slow pulse to convection. 
'Then you don't appreciate the depth of it. We — that is, you and I 
and everyone else in the Colony — have embarked willy-nilly on an evil 
voyage. We are committed to the inheritance of something that was never 
our birthright. Therefore we will have to seize it.' 
The minister may not have followed the doctor's words, although the 
concentrated frown of intelligence on his big, nodding face showed he 
listened intently. 
'On top of that we will have to convince ourselves it never happened, 
and that will preoccupy I don' t know how many generations of Colony-
born. ' 
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Outside, a horse snorted. 
'Even then, what remains will always haunt us, especially those with 
teetering Anglo-Saxon conscience. Agenbite for the Norse and Celtic 
types, you understand, is less personal.' 
Ewen Urquhart shook his head finally: no, he did not follow. 
'Ewen, you cannot bring out in your bones old dreams of verdure and 
kings and expect them to go on uninterrupted. Not here. Not at the 
bottom of the world where flood alternates with furnace heat, with 
illusive springs in between. And do not forget — it is the least-lettered of 
the brood who've been shipped out here with resentment in their 
baggage.' 
They returned for a moment to watch the minister's horse that had 
become bored with digging and was now strutting along the fenceline. 
'We will be haunted for generations to come,' the doctor mused, 'and 
they will express that haunting in everything they do, in whatever 
cultural directions grow out of this beginning.' 
'Ah, y' make this world too difficult for y'sel ' , ' the minister com-
plained. 'It gains a mun naething but a headache t' stare sae hard at 
tomorrow.' 
The big horse pranced redly to the window and stopped, thrusting its 
head inquisitively forward; it caught a whiff of cigar smoke and swung 
about. 
Delving fingers in a looselipped vestpocket found a silver watch. 
'He 's impatient t ' be gone on t' Willowhill,' the minister explained. 
'And I mysel' must be to Barkley's before dark. I cannae follow much of 
it, 'though I appreciate why y' speak sae. But it's nae for the likes o' 
mysel' to ask sich questions. It is enough t' beeld the pareesh.' 
'And what about the head they left on my veranda?' 
The minister sat back again, struck, ash flaking from his cigar-end. 
'I am mysel' sair troubled,' he apologised. 'But I cannae think what t' 
do aside from bringing God's word t' the bush. Mind, ' he admonished 
then, to create the balance, 'we cannae blame the Colonists for everything 
that happens. The blacks make severe depredations as y' ken y ' r ainself.' 
He stood hugely, and drank the last of his whisky. Then, while they 
walked frowning against sunlight out into the yard where the chestnut 
whirled and pawed. Doctor Starrett said, 'Then we must leave it for the 
old Gaelic proverb to be final arbiter.' 
In the stable the minister slapped saddlebags free of flies. 
'And which one is that, Leith?' 
'Come Doomsday, we shall see whose arse is blackest.' 
The minister was still laughing when he swung up on his truculent 
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mount. Holding hard to the reins, while the chestnut backed and 
wheeled, he looked drolly down. 
' I couldnae best it for a final word.' 
'Then think of the graptolites we dug up from The Terraces!' 
But the minister had already leaned forward over the pommel, letting 
the chestnut have its splendid head. 
Chris Mansell 
DIALOGUE 
there's her camel gait down the hall she pretends 
she's a dancer there's a machine gun for a laugh 
I know I understand people do it all the time 
look at me pretending to write but scared 
of words I know I understand 
read about religion want a needle or a psychiatrist or 
priest or politician or money or a friend or a father 
to fix it all up I know I understand people do it 
all the time someone on the radio talking about poetry 
(god help us) 
as if you or I gave a stuff about it people do 
it all the time and it's not fair that his lover did 
what she did people do it all the time and there's others 
picking the balls of unidentifiable something 
off their cardigans 
like girls always getting in the bad word first before 
someone else gets it in you shrug your pain 
around you like indifference people do it all the time 
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I know I understand I shoulder my indifference 
like it was pain 
people do it all the time she points out the landscape 
in case someone looks at her she tells me her lover 
is impotent I know he goes out to find a bigger 
motorbike complains about toilet paper hair pins knives 
people do it all the time I understand 
VANDALS 
I have an office with a window 
and a fountain and a telephone and a ledge 
and every demeanor of object lines pencils words 
files I am supposed to understand things 
in that office on my hands the lines like a train 
of thought a traveller blotting out the Nullarbor 
riding the Indian Pacific with the Ring 
Cycle beating over the desert 
ages flapping down landing with soft 
feet on the red ground and 
the Valkyrie in the train 
extra culture 
another line 
and this is what I haven't learnt today 
how to fit the things together 
to make something out of 
nothing to let cleave 
all the opposites of language into a pile 
of gravel how to keep a stone imprisoned in a pocket 
it struggles to escape 
I hear its cries 
and it is nothing like Wagner 
the stone has its own thin line 
of call it sings to others 
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of its kind for them also to beach 
themselves like the sea shell in the desert 
I found when I could hear only the fizz of quiet 
the round desert sound 
on the other side 
of the desert you become aware of separations 
of flat and of thin and of round 
I gather stones and hide them in my pocket 
they grow in number and shriek together thinly 
in my fingers I do not know the names of the minerals 
and my job I remember 
is to want to know the names 
which will solace me as they solace 
others it is everyone's occupation to name 
things their number and distribution 
I put the stones under a tree undertake 
never to look at them again it is important to one's grace 
not to look not to check not to see whether some vandal 
rain has taken one away or moved one from the circle 
it is their grace they consider 
and who knows what vandals 
understand the quiet riot of rain 
pushing a stone out of place 
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David P. Reiter 
MY D A U G H T E R GIVES UP PIANO 
After the breeze, she chooses her dried 
leaves carefully: only those with pristine 
corners deserve to escape the freeze 
and thaw. She will show these to no one 
especially her mother, whom I left 
winters ago drying her slighted 
wings. My daughter once brought me 
stories in crayon, on paper flimsy 
as a vow, matching one word for ten 
of mine. She forgot those fingers 
first because the talent trickled 
from me. Music, though, was her 
mother's blood. In that, she thought 
she found a leash. When she competed 
among the faery Alices, I sat on the pew 
stiff as a fresh bible, because no church 
could contain my edges with her mother 
at the aisle. When the judge asked who 
would swear for her trophy, only one 
voice asserted in the glassy air. 
Prizes since, my daughter folds 
her piano when I visit. Perhaps she will 
dance or do theatre where I never. 'Music, ' 
she says, 'is for children.' 
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TAZ PAWS COOL BEAUTY 
A real tiger, Siberian. In town 
to push safaris. While Crista, 20, 
an English Leather Calender Girl, 
warmed the vinyl of Kawasaki 
seats. A camera snapped them on 
snow: Crista in her one-piece, 
a backdrop of tangy skin; 
Taz, dour as a rumpled lover. 
Was her scent fur enough to unsheath 
his loins? His eyes were slits when he 
pawed her down. But no claws. 
A trainer interposed with cliché: 
beauty sprawled behind the whip 
and chair. 
'I believe with anything in life,' 
said Crista, 'if you get stung once 
you go back and do it again.' 
FOUND POEM 
Maree Shipp narrowly missed 
an Australian record when she won 
the Kinlyside Lullaby Bedding Bed-
making Contest last Tuesday. 
Heat winners were Beryl Turton, 
Sharon Smithers, Teen Thompson, 
Judy Honeman, and Maree Shipp. 
Neatest bed went 
to Nola Hardman. 
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Shipp breezed through the semi-
finals with a healthy spread then finished 
with a blistering 1.03.91, missing 
the national mark of 1.01.32 by just 
a flick of a sheet. 
RUSSELL McDOUGALL 
'A Portable Kit of Images': 
Photography in AustraUan and 
Canadian Literature in Enghsh 
I think of these photographs as externalized memory rooms, each organized 
according to its own logic. 
...All time becomes present. 
(Cheryl Sourkes, on 'Memory Room', in Daphne Marlatt, Touch to My Tongue) 
It's true that a photograph is a witness, but a witness of something that is no more. 
... each perception and reading of a photo is implicitly, in a repressed manner, a 
contact with what has ceased to exist, a contact with death. I think that is the way to 
approach photography ... as a fascinating and funereal enigma. 
(Roland Barthes, 'On Photography', in The Grain of the Voice) 
I had to think about the abstract for this paper at a time when I was 
rather preoccupied with writing another, not about photography but 
about the railway, though still with reference to Australian and Canadian 
literature.* There seemed no relation between the two. But after deliver-
ing the railway paper, while browsing in the conference book display 
area, I happened upon Brian Johnson's and Dudley Whitney's lavish 
coffee-table presentation of Canada from the train, a photographic 
production entitled Railway Country. There, in the opening paragraph, I 
discovered my cue for entering upon this present argument, which is to 
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consider 'the prevalence of photographs and photographers in Canadian 
writing' and to ponder briefly the relative indifference to camera culture 
in Australian writing. 
A train is a camera continuously rolling with irretrievable footage. The landscape 
moves past the window like a motion picture. And for the passenger traveling across 
•Canada, the movie is an epic one, with images that unfold over vast distances.' 
The importance of the railway in Canada as a potent symbolism for 
enacting the sense of nation has been argued by a number of writers and 
critics — D.G. Jones, George Bowering and, of course, Northrop Frye, 
who goes so far as to say: 'There would be nothing distinctive in 
Canadian culture at all if there were not some feeling for the immense 
searching distance, with the lines of communication extended to the 
absolute l i m i t . . . I f we extend this view of Canadian culture as Railway 
Country in relation to our previous metaphor — 'a train is a camera' — 
the argument can be formulated: there would be nothing distinctive in 
Canadian culture at all were it not for its 'mechanical eye', which, while 
seeming to document a given reality, in fact creates the reality of what it 
sees. In this context, photography can be recognised as an act of pos-
session, an 'active' way of seeing Canada, of enacting Canada in the 
manner of the railway. More generally, Susan Sontag draws attention to 
the social ritual that is involved in photography, as 'a defence against 
anxiety, and a tool of power' 'Photographs', she tells us, 'help people to 
take possession of space in which they are insecure' (On Photography, 
P - 9 ) . 
I want to suggest here that the way of seeing that is evidenced in the 
literary construction of Canada, even before the invention of the camera, 
casts the Canadian writer in a role similar to that of the photographer — 
and that the reality created by Canadian writers is often akin to the 
captured imagery of a photographed world. So before I go any further I 
shall simply make a collection of those qualities of mainstream Canadian 
literature which tend to support the view or to create the concept that 
Canadian writers have generally adopted a photographic relation to the 
world: 
1) the documentary impulse (itself well documented in Canadian criti-
cism); 
2) a closely focused and synthetic vision; 
3) a semantic field which simply swarms with signifiers; 
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4) perhaps because of this, 'poetry of incubus', and in fiction, accumu-
lation and compression of detail; 
5) despite this, formal concentration — clear structural lines; 
6) a noticeable preoccupation with the problem and play of perspective; 
7) incompleteness, the buried assumption being photographic: i.e. 
'reality is known by its traces' {On Photography, p. 167); 
8) related to this, the archaeological model of Canadian literary culture. 
'We may have only shards,' says Robert Kroetsch, 'But that's very 
exciting.'^ This archaeological attitude is instrumental in the manner 
of a camera: it establishes 'an inferential relation to the present ... 
provide[s] an instantly retroactive view of experience' (On Photogra-
phy, p. 167). Further, the archaeological model confirms those 
qualities of the literature already mentioned — namely, concen-
tration, compression, compilation — qualities which inform a certain 
cultural style: fragmented and discontinuous. Within its frame, a 
photograph may seem to offer 'a fictive unity' {On Photography, 
p. 110) — but it is the unity of a single moment, as the frame 
acknowledges, for a photograph is 'a radical fragment' discontinuous 
with the flux of time.^ This is precisely what the writer-as-archaeol-
ogist values most — the broken pot — because, as Kroetsch argues, 
'it is a trace without being definitive' {Labyrinths of Voice, p. 10); 
9) the importance of framing devices. 
If I am to summarise these points, which are properties in want of a 
frame, it must be by way of the metaphor which frames my argument: 
Canadian writing often seems to be compulsively photographic, meaning 
that it turns experience itself into a way of seeing. 
The same cannot be said of Australian writing, in which reality has 
usually nothing to do with the camera's certification of experience. This 
is despite a strong tradition in Australia of social realism, despite a strong 
commitment to matter of fact, a felt responsibility to make fiction true in 
the manner of things. Of course, such values are now being questioned, 
and the mainstream tradition is under attack from the margins as well as 
being dismantled from within. Yet even in contemporary writing pho-
tography is not much in evidence. 
What is the evidence? 
When I say that Canadian writing is compulsively photographic, of 
course, I am speaking metaphorically. But it is certainly possible to 
provide explicit evidence of the different relations in Canada compared to 
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Australia between photography and writing. It is obvious, for example, 
that in any literary parade of characters there will be many more 
photographers in Canada than in Australian literature. As Shirley 
Neuman quips, 'There are probably even more photographers than there 
are bears' in Canadian writing {Labyrinths of Voice, p. 126). Not only are 
there more photographers, there are also more photographs. This is first 
of all literally true: I know of no Australian writer who has attempted to 
create the kind of collage-text that Michael Ondaatje has, for instance, in 
The Collected Works of Bill the Kid, a fiction which insists upon language 
and photography as equally essential to its text. But this is not the only 
way in which photographs signify in Canadian writing, nor in which they 
fail to signify in Australian writing. What happens when you have a text 
with photographs, which is then reprinted without photographs? Pardy, 
this is a warning to be aware of how the production of a text influences 
one's reading of it. But the trace of an absent photograph, the trace of a 
trace, often remains to haunt the expurgated variant, and to signify in 
this way. In her statement at the back of The Long Poem Anthology, which 
reprints 'Steveston' without a single photograph. Daphne Marlatt 
informs the reader as follows: 
the context of the writing was that it was half of a collaboration, the other half being 
Robert Minder's photographs... 
What the camera sees & what the word says are both aspects of a vision that is 
larger than either or even both of us.. 
Turning to 'Steveston', in this anthology, the reader will be aware of the 
absence of the photograph when reading a poem, for instance, entitled 
'Not to be taken': was a photograph taken or not? why? why not? did 
reality this time resist being framed, refuse conversion into image, deny 
definition or limitation? At the margin of the text, in a bracket that fails 
to close (or perhaps resists closure), words appear paradoxical: 
(not to be, N O T T O BE 
and later in the text, again at the margin, 
(NOT T O BE TAKEN' 
What are the consequences of not being taken — not being conquered? 
possessed? not being consumed as an object? not being patronised? — 
but also, perhaps, not being documented, and therefore not being seen at 
all. These are some of the questions that are voiced in the absence of a 
photograph that might have been taken. 
The collaborations between Canadian writers and photographers are 
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many and various. This is not so in Australia. Exceptions are so few as to 
prove the rule: Australian writers generally have not acquired the 
Canadian habit of inserting photographs into a written text. On the other 
hand, there is a long history of complementing the written word with a 
painted image® — but this is quite a different thing, since a painting or 
drawing bears witness to the subjectivity of its way of seeing much more 
obviously than does a photograph, which is generally experienced by the 
observer as much more real. 
I may as well mention one of the exceptions to the rule, Mark 
O'Connor: a poet who does not include photographs in his text, it is true, 
but who publicly regrets their omission.^ O'Connor is an Australian poet 
who has, in more ways than one, an unusual affinity with Canadian 
aesthetic theory: for instance, he prefers to work underwater. Never-
theless, no Piper of Aril, he prefers to don a brightly coloured aqualung 
before he dives. Rumour has it, too, that he carries a special pen for 
underwater scribbling. But it is not only in sounding and surfacing that 
this poet laureate of the Great Barrier Reef resembles Canadian writers, 
for he has also a penchant for the photographic image. In fact, the poem 
often takes the place of a photograph in his writing; or, to put this another 
way, the poem explains the photograph so well that to include the photo-
graph itself would be redundant: it has, for all intensive purposes, been 
explained away. More interesting in this context than O'Connor 's own 
poetry is the attitude of other Australian poets towards it, the poetry of 
photographic vision: 
Our camera spots a young fellow writing about the Reef — 
things swarming everywhere, labelled neatly in Latin. 
God sees the sharks eating other sharks. Our lad 
hunts for bigger game. 
He looks for Art, and searches Nature for a Theme. 
At Club Baudelaire he dons a yellow aqualung 
to scribble underwater with a special pen. 
See the poet write! 
The papers turn up months late, here, but 
wait — he shouts! He's won a Major Prize! No — 
the lighting's wrong. Rewind...Makeup...Action! 
He wins the Prize again. 
It might look like a bludge, but seriously, chaps, 
there are millions of worthwhile poems out there! He 
scribbles on, ignoring the tourists, sunbaking earnestly: 
Biggies on Holiday.'*' 
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The personal satire is obvious; but there are more serious implications 
here, for the object of satire is at least in part the posturing of poet-as-
photographer: Biggies — aviator/poet/photographer — post-modern 
hero of the technological age, permanently on holiday in some other 
reality, without necessarily even leaving home. Super-tourist ... 'sun-
baking earnestly'. Of what, then, does the poet-as-photographer stand 
accused? 
First, of looting — which might be called, ironically, preserving, but 
which is mere trophy-hunting: a form of appropriation, or cannibalism: 
conspicuous consumption. Hence the given roles, of the big game 
hunter, the collector (who labels life in Latin), the shark which eats other 
sharks, the tourist who ignores other tourists. 
Second, he is accused of middle-class naïveté and pretension, of not 
admitting to himself his own predatory nature. Personal shades into 
social satire: 'It might look like a bludge, but seriously, chaps,/ there are 
millions of worthwhile poems out there!' — simply starving to be 
snapped up. It is an accusation that reminds me of Sontag's comment: 
'Social misery has inspired the comfortably-off with the urge to take 
pictures, the gentiest of prédations, in order to document a hidden 
reality, that is, a reality hidden from them' {On Photography, p. 55). 
The poetic satire to which I have been referring was written by John 
Tranter and published in a national newspaper. The Weekend Australian — 
where photographs, of course, are an integral feature. In this context, the 
poem is particularly subversive, since its satirical exposure of the social 
assumptions behind photography implicitiy comment upon the institu-
tions which support photography in its framing of 'news', its 
'transforming] history into spectacle' {On Photography, p. 110). 
In a letter responding to my sending him a draft copy of this article 
Tranter directs my attention to another of his satires focused upon 
photography/poetry, 'Reversal Process', on which he comments: it 'deals 
specifically with the perceived role of the glamour-action photographer 
and implicidy compares it to that of the (hack-romantic) poet' : 
Lift-off: now the computer tells you the time 
like an aphasie baby, its purple numerals 
skidding across your eyes. You want to be car-sick 
but you're too busy, wow, another heroine, 
did all this happen just for you? That 
plausible scenery, the light metered perfectly, 
those people moving like giraffes, just for you? 
The graph paper says it's all external: 
'it has existed forever, independent of meaning' 
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but you know that's bullshit: 'Photo, 
ergo sum' and you can feel the girl's 
moist little hand, it's meant for you, 
isn't it?..." 
Certainly Tranter is not the only Australian writer to take a rather dim 
view of the photographic enterprise. In Contemporary Portraits, for 
example, Murray Bail exaggerates and distorts the aims of photography 
satirically by focusing upon a man who plans to document the existence 
of every person on earth, to produce with a camera 'the most authentic 
representation of the human species that may be assembled'/^ The unity 
of such an exhibition, were it possible, would inevitably be provided 
(whether consciously or otherwise) by the ideology behind the project/^ 
But the ideology of humanism, the ideology generally assumed by 
photography, is deconstructed by Bail in his discussion of the twenty-
three types of people with which his fictional photographer has chosen to 
commence his documentation of the human race: 
— 'At least one person who always has the last word.' 
— 'At least one person who would rather be almost anyone else.' 
— 'At least one person who is beautiful but dumb.' 
And so on... 
The photographic way of seeing is obviously not one of the ways in 
which Australian literature has distanced itself from British and 
European models of perception, from the various inherited visual dis-
courses which sought to order and explain the New World not only in 
Australia but in Canada also. Nor is this way of seeing the only way in 
which Canadian literature has focused its identity: but it is certainly one 
of the most pervasive and persuasive. Klein's 'Portrait of the Poet as 
Landscape' is entirely consistent with the tradition: 
And now in imagination he has climbed 
another planet, the better to look 
with single camera view upon this earth — 
Of course, having taken up this position, IClein's poet-as-photographer 
'would like to write down in a book' everything he sees.'^ 
Even when they do not include the photograph with the written text, 
Canadian writers write about photographs noticeably often, inspired by 
the traces, the shard, the broken pot. The attitude is 'back to the photo-
graphs', to 'the land as a transparency/ imposed across the mind'. From 
this, according to Candas Jane Dorsey, 'ideas develop/ 
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the mind records from the 
photographic eye 
the eye open to all 
the photogenic universe'^ 
Canadian anthologists, too, seem to like to include a photograph of 
each of the writers whose work appears in the anthology. This is rare in 
Australian publication. There may be a photograph on the back cover of 
a Penguin edition, but there is no Australian equivalent for a literary 
photographer like Sam Tata.'® It is interesting also that the portraits in 
Canadian anthologies are always stylized, self-consciously composed — 
always posed, for that matter — as though the writer were acting the role 
of author, playing that special character which in any case the writing 
itself creates but which generally remains invisible in Australian litera-
ture. (There is only one well-known Australian anthology which does 
include photographs: Michael Dransfield in a monk's habit; the back of 
Vincent Buckley's head; Bruce Dawe out of focus; and the photograph 
supposed to be of Richard Tipping, with sunglasses that cover half of his 
face and magnify his eyes to appear quite monstrous, is not of him at all, 
but of some unknown and 'unliterary' character.)'^ In other words, the 
literary portraits in anthologies of Canadian writing appear not as 
psychological studies but as effects of the writing — not as mere side-
effects either, but as significant personae, since the writing itself is photo-
graphic: the explicit photographic image is a mere extension of word. 
Dorsey states the metaphorical equation succinctly: ' the image machine 
[is] the poem' ( 'Modern Technology', p. 110) — which takes me back to 
my first metaphor, ' the train is a camera ' . Or , if you like, the train is 'the 
image machine ' . 
The construction of the C P R transcontinental railway coincides 
historically with the simplification of photographic technology toward the 
end of the nineteenth century, and with the rise of the camera culture, as 
more and more people began to take up photography as a leisure activity. 
It also coincides with the rapid world-wide development of tourism in the 
latter half of the century. If the C P R has a distinctive presence and 
prominence in Canadian tourism, it is as a direct result of the philosophy 
of its first general manager, a philosophy aptly described by E.J. Hart as 
'capitalizing the scenery'. In a recent publication entitled The Selling of 
Canada: The CPR and the Beginnings of Canadian Tourism, Hart writes: 'For 
several decades its [i.e. the CPR's] tourist advertising delineated the 
view of Canada , both at home and around the world. Its view of Canada 
as a place of scenic wonders and cultural diversity prevails even to this 
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day.' If the railway itself has become central to the idea of Canada, this 
is partly because, virtually from the commencement of construction, the 
CPR commissioned professional photographers and artists to document 
the landscape through which the trains would pass. Subsequently, the 
tourist craze at the end of the century was to travel across Canada by 
train with a camera. Two points are worth making here. First, Canada 
was both shaped and marketed by the CPR as a photogenic phenom-
enon. Second, having edited the Australian companion volume to Light-
hall's Songs of the Great Dominion (1889), then having come to Canada 
specifically in order to cross the country (at least in part by train), 
Douglas Sladen could not resist commenting in a manner cross-culturally 
revealing: 'The Canadian Pacific Railway ought to have a commission 
on detective cameras, Kodaks, hawkeyes, etc. for the average passenger 
would as soon think of going without antibilious medicines as without a 
,19 camera. 
On one level this is a simple and sarcastic statement about tourism as it 
was developing in North America. But it also anticipates the post-
modern contract that even then was in the process of being drawn up in 
Canada between technology and the literary imagination. Technology, 
tourism, photography — each of these has been identified at one time or 
another by cultural commentators as an archetypally post-modern 
'activity'. No wonder that post-modernism is flourishing in Canadian 
writing, or that it has been so quickly accepted — which is not the case in 
Australian writing. 
Robert Kroetsch has commented on the ease with which Canada 
adopted the strategies of post-modernism. Kroetsch, who describes 
himself as a post-modernist, regards his own writing as an attempt 'to 
come to terms with Surrealism' {Labyrinths of Voice, p. 31). One way to do 
this would be to become a photographer, for as Sontag writes: 
Photographs, which turn the past into a consumable object, are a short cut. Any 
collection of photographs is an exercise in Surrealist montage and the Surrealist 
abbreviation of history. {On Photography, p. 68) 
Photographers, operating within the terms of the Surrealist sensibility suggest the 
vanity of even trying to understand the world and instead propose that we collect it. 
{On Photography, p. 82) 
Many Canadian writers have taken the short cut, have taken a razor to 
the eye and installed a camera lens in its place, thereby altering percep-
tion of person, place and history — but ultimately producing what 
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Neuman rightly regards as 'the Canadian myth ... of stasis' {Labyrinths of 
Voice, p. 126): crypt(o)graphy: a fascinating and funereal enigma. 
Canada, much more than Australia, has been subject to the invasion of 
the body-snatchers, the image-makers: 
how the machines connect us 
heart to heart 
how technology intervenes for us 
keeps us warm and honest 
how we talk to each other in the night 
the machines of loving grace 
how we are nurtured by mechanisms 
how safe we can become 
we make a nest of technology 
to raise our children in 
(Dorsey, 'Modern Technology', p. 112)' 
Photographs involve a specific sense of loss — the loss of reality, the limi-
tation of movement and of experience. Some contemporary Canadian 
artists and writers have felt the loss, and are now involved in opposition 
to the photographic vision. Some are refusing the abbreviation of history, 
deconstructing the myth of stasis. Among the artists, Tuscona is one: 'I 
don't want a camera; I want something to happen to Among the 
writers, Kroetsch says: 
There is nothing more grotesque, perhaps, than a snapshot which takes up one 
instant and suggests its incredible validity against all that time. The literail use of 
photographs in books of Canadian poetry ... I think it's a terrible longing for vali-
dation ... validation in terms of stasis. 
I 'd rather have anarchy. I 'd rather go back to carnival. 
{Labyrinths of Voice, p. 126) 
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Conferences 
AUSTRALIAN BICENTENNIAL—EUROPEAN CONFERENCE 
Aarhus, Denmark, 26-29 September 1988 
POPULOUS PLACES 
Australia's Towns and Cities 
A multidisciplinary conference on all major aspects of this subject will be held at the 
University of Aarhus, 26-29 September 1988. 
One of the aims of the conference is to shift the emphasis away from the image of 
Australia as 'The Bush'. 
Topics will include: the origin of towns and cities; town planning and administration; 
suburbia and inner cities; role of the convicts; migrant impact; art and architecture; 
industrial cities; new towns; country towns; historic towns; pastoralists' towns; capital 
cities; urban Aborigines; literature and music; cinema; pastimes and recreations; 
gambling; popular culture. 
The conference organisers would like to know of anyone prepared to give a paper on 
one of the above topics. Abstracts of 200-300 words to reach Professor Anna Rutherford 
by 1 October 1987. Accepted papers are not to exceed 3,500 words. Participants to speak 
for 20 minutes followed by 10 minute discussion. 
Anyone wishing to attend but not give a paper is invited to write to Professor 
Rutherford (address below). 
Conference Registration fee £50 to be paid before 30 June 1988 (£40 if paid before 15 
February, 1988). Late fee £60. 
Organising Committee: Professor Anna Rutherford (University of Aarhus), Professor 
Bernard Hickey (University of Venice), Professor Tom Millar (University of London). 
Conference Secretary: Signe Frits (University of Aarhus). 
All correspondence to Professor Anna Rutherford, Department of English, University 
of Aarhus, 8000 Aarhus C, Denmark. Tel.: 06 13 67 11, ext. 418. Faxe No. 06 13 99 19. 
Please mark envelope: Bicentennial conference. 
Accommodation: This ranges from first-class hotels to youth hostel and university 
colleges and may be booked directly through Aarhus Turistforenings Kongresbureau, 
Park Allé 9, 8000 Aarhus C. Tel.: 06 12 11 77. 
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UNIVERSITY OF LIEGE, BELGIUM 
KATHERINE MANSFIELD SYMPOSIUM 
13-15 October 1988 
In order to celebrate the centenary of Katherine Mansfield's birth on 14 October 1988, 
the University of Liège will organize a symposium on the present state of Mansfieldian 
research. The emphasis will be on new interpretations and a comparatist approach in 
order to place Katherine Mansfield's work at the crossroads of several histories: history ol 
the short story as a genre, social and literary history, history of feminine writing, etc. The 
reception in France of translations from the English, Mansfield's relations with other 
writers, as well as biographical and stylistic features in her work will also be dealt with. 
Papers will be read on Friday and Saturday, 14 & 15 October. There will be no parallel 
sessions to enable the participants to take part in all discussions. The number of papers 
will therefore have to be limited. However, it will be possible to present the substance of 
unread papers in a panel discussion. The volume of Acta will also include papers which 
could not be read at the conference. 
Proposals for papers should be addressed with a one-hundred-word summary to the 
conference secretary before 15 February 1988. You will receive an answer around the end 
of March 1988. 
For further information contact the conference secretary: Michel Dupuis, Institut 
Supérieur des Langues Vivantes, Université de Liège, Place du 20 août 32 Bât. A8, B-
4000 Liège, Belgium. 
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